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The 
PRICE OF A WIFE 

CHAPTER I 

THAT NIGHT OF GRIEF 

Inky darkness, and the sound of a woman 
sobbing passionately. Not the noisy sobs of a 
person in a temper, not the uncontrolled expres- 
sion of hysteria, but the long, deep-drawn, gasp- 
ing struggles of a soul in bitter pain and an- 
guish. 

Would she never stop? Did tears bring no 
relief to this stricken heart? It would seem 
not; it would seem not. 

There was no other sound, save that of a 
cart rattling along the street, and now and again 
the faint crackle of the cinders falling from the 
g^ate, from which all glow had long since faded. 
After a time — for we cannot weep forever — ^the 
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lo THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

gasping breaths grew more controlled, and the 
pitiful sobs ceased ; and then Nurse Marion lay 
quietly in the darkness, thinking deeply. 

She had made a mistake in coming into this 
house. She had cast the happiness of her life 
upon one die, and it had turned up — ^blank. 
Well, it was hard, hard, yes, and something 
more than hard ; but she had done it all for the 
best, and she must abide by the consequences of 
her own act and deed, be they what they might. 
But it was hard, — ^very hard. 

As she lay there, her mind went back over the 
past ten years, as somehow the human mind is 
apt to do in times of great and dire trouble. 
How well she remembered her last summer at 
home, the dear old home far away in the heart 
of the blessed country, which she had since 
heard sneered at as " provincial" by those who 
knew not its joys and delights ! She was barely 
seventeen then, fresh from her simple German 
school, where the wildest excitement that ever 
came in the way of the pupils was some little mark 
of favor from the governess just then most sub* 
ject to that particular form of homage which the 
Germans call Schwarmerei. What innocent fun 



THAT NIGHT OF GRIEF ii 

had been hers during that long, lovely summer, 
when, as the daughter of the principal doctor 
in the neighborhood, she had joined in all the 
unostentatious pleasures that such a life affords ! 
picnics, tennis-parties, musical evenings, jaunts 
up the river, sewing-meetings at the rectory, all 
had been gayety and pleasure to her, who always 
took more than half her pleasure with her. 

So for more than three years longer: then 
death had stepped in, and all was changed. She 
recalled it so well, — ^more vividly during that 
night of grief than during all the years that had 
come between. Yes, death had stepped in, and, 
after an illness so short that they had scarcely 
realized' the presence of danger, the handsome, 
kindly, genial old doctor, who was called old 
not by reason of his years but because every- 
body loved him, was taken away, and his place 
knew him no more. 

It is one of the most common tragedies of 
English life that those occupying positions of 
honor and of distinction do not, like their neigh- 
bors across the Channel, trouble themselves as 
to provision for the morrow. I have always 
thought that there is too much " trust in Provi- 
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12 THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

dence" about the English character, too much of 
the lilies of the field, not in that we neither 
toil nor spin, but in that we take no thought 
for the morrow that will come for some of us, 
if not for all. 

In this Dr. Brandon had been no exception 
to the rule. He had made a large income, and 
he had spent it, — ^had, in fact, let it slip away 
with the good-natured ease of a man who finds 
it hard to say no ; and, when all was over, and 
widow and children had to look hard facts fair 
and square in the face, they realized that the 
old pleasant days were gone by forever, that in 
the future things would be very different with 
them, and that there was no longer the good, 
genial, hard-working doctor to stand between 
them and starvation. 

Starvation, did I say? Oh, well, we do not 
actually starve, we English people who live on 
our earnings and take no thought for the mor- 
row; we do not even go to the workhouse, at 
least not very many of us. Yet, if only a few 
of us drift thus far, there are hundreds, nay, 
I should rather say thousands and thousands, 
of delicately nurtured, proud women who have 
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to do as best as they can when they suddenly 
find themselves thrown upon the world, having 
nothing upon which they can depend beyond 
their own poor, untaught, untrained, uncon- 
genial exertions. 

So it was with the Brandon family. Nurse 
Marion recalled it all as she lay there thinking 
in the darkness, — ^how her mother had looked 
helplessly from the face of one daughter to the 
other, and what a pitiful cry had risen to her 
lips,— "What are we to do? How shall we 
live? What will become of us?'' 

Well, it was no uncommon story. The widow 
suddenly cast from a home of plenty, even of 
luxury, to existence on a pittance of some sixty 
pounds a year, soon sank under the burden of 
poverty and followed the husband whom she 
had lost. Of the five girls, of whom Marion 
was the third, all went different ways in life. 

Madge, the eldest of them, entered herself at 
a London hospital, immediately after her father's 
death, and, when her term of training was over, 
went off to Australia, where she felt convinced 
she might best turn her experience to account. 
Constance, the second girl, went abroad as gov- 
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emess to a Russian family of distinction. I 
have said that Marion was the third of the five 
daughters. Of the two who were her juniors, 
Rosalie went in for music, and did fairly well 
as a singer, and Winifred, the youngest of all, 
who had remained with her mother to the end, 
married very young, and so has no more to 
do with this story. 

I have spoken of Marion, as she was called in 
the world, but at home she had always been 
called Felicity. She had been named Felicity 
Marion after a godmother who might reason- 
ably have been expected to do great things for 
her, and somehow the quaint name had always 
stuck to her in preference to the more sober 
one of Marion. 

" I cannot see," said Mrs. Brandon, vexedly, 
when the girl first set out from home to begin 
her training as a nurse, "I cannot see why, 
because you are going to earn your living, you ; 
should abandon your own name and seem as 
if it were an advantage to try to lose your 
identity. Your name is Felicity, and you have 
always been called Felicity. I do not see that 
the fact of working need alter that" 
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" No, dear, no, but Marion is my own name 
too, and it is a very good, useful, every-day sort 
of name, well fitted for a nurse," Felicity replied. 
" I would rather keep my home name for my 
home people. I shall be much happier as Nurse 
Marion than I could possibly be as Nurse 
Felicity. It sounds — oh, well, dear mother, just 
a little pretentious and silly. And I shall be 
Felicity to you always." 

" Oh, yes," said Mrs. Brandon, with decision : 
" I shall never call you anything but Felicity." 

Poor soul, she had not called her anything for 
very long, and since she had gone out into the 
great silence the girl had been always glad that 
she was known to the world as Nurse Marion. 
So she had gone forth from among her kin, so 
she remained, and it is as Nurse Marion that we 
find her sobbing bitterly in the dark, then Ipng 
crushed and quiet, frozen with a great misery 
of grief, breaking her heart over the bitter mis- 
takes of her life. 

She went back over the past that night as if 
it were a panorama spread out before her actual 
vision. How well she could recall her feelings 
when she found herself alon^, strange and not a 
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little shy, the last-joined probationer of a great 
London hospital 1 There is something so ro- 
mantic and alluring to the young mind in the 
very name of nurse; and yet when a girl fresh 
from the home atmosphere finds herself fairly 
started on that particular career, she finds that 
there is very little gilding on the gingerbread, 
that it is an existence hard, sordid, and very 
uncomfortable, and she must endure it uncom- 
plainingly ere she can reckon herself among 
those who are sometimes called lay sisters of 
mercy. So it was with Felicity Brandon. 

Yet she was a girl of strong will and indomi- 
table courage, and she was fired by a determina- 
tion to allow no drawbacks, such as discomfort 
and matters of distaste, to check her on her 
way. She was blessed with good health and 
had a sunny and charming disposition, and her 
face was as bright as a May morning. 

She was a favorite in her hospital, — oh, yes, 
of that there was no doubt. Looking back, she 
remembered how sorry every one had been to 
part with her when her three years of training 
were over. How many little gifts she had re- 
ceived !-r-priceless possessions to one who valued 
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the good opinion of her fellows. How sorry 
they had all seemed ! how many regrets had been 
spoken, from the great surgeons and physicians 
down to the youngest probationer who had 
scarcely got over her awe of her seniors 1 

And then she had really gone out into the 
world. Like all grief-stricken minds, hers fleW 
off at a tangent hither and thither in this bitter 
review of her past. She remembered once going 
to nurse an old lady in one of the most fashion- 
able West End squares. By some circumstance 
she had been so unlucky as to offend the butler, 
— an old servant of some twenty years' standing, 
—and he had flatly refused to do anything to 
serve her. " If Nurse Marion wants coals," was 
his fiat, " Nurse Marion can fetch coals ; if 
Nurse Marion requires trays from down-stairs, 
Nurse Marion can fetch trays from down- 
stairs." 

She looked back as if it were yesterday, re- 
membering how contemptuous she had felt where 
some would have been angry. " If I were to 
tell Sir Charles what you say," she said to the 
serving-man, " f don't think you would stay in 
this house very long. If her ladyship were not 
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so very ill, I should tell Sir Charles; as it is, I 
am not going to risk my patient's life in order 
that you may have your deserts." 

Why had that man hated her so much? The 
question was of no vital interest to her that 
night; the event had been but a small one in 
her life; and yet she puzzled over it as she lay 
in the dark, thinking, thinking over the past. 

And, after all, he had been sufficiently pun- 
ished, — ^punished by himself, too. For one day 
when Lady Anstruther was getting over the 
worst, a lady called to see Marion. This lady 
happened to be the wife of the squire of the 
dear old home where Dr. Brandon had lived and 
died, and great was her astonishment on being 
told with a lordly wave of the hand that visitors 
for Nurse Marion must go to the area door. 

"Vi^ry good," said Lady Mary, who was a 
person never at a loss for a reply. " Is Sir 
Charles Anstruther at home? Yes? Then say 
that Lady Mary Waring wishes to see him." 

The punishment was short and sharp, — ^an 
hour's notice to clear out of the house where he 
had lived for twenty years. Nurse Marion re- 
membered distinctly how hard she had begged 
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Sir Charles to reconsider his decision, and how 
entirely she had failed to move him, 

" No, nurse," he said ; " Williams has shown 
himself in his true colors, and my wife's life is 
hanging upon the way in which she is nursed. 
If her nurses are broken down by want of proper 
attention, nothing can save her. Pray say no 
more about it." 

After all, they had not been unhappy years. 
She had met with many kindnesses, had been 
constantly at work, and had more than once been 
able to help her sisters on their way. Then 
there came a day, just two years before that 
night of tribulation, when she had been sent at 
a moment's notice by her institution to nurse a 
serious hunting accident. It was then that she 
and Laurence Murgatroyd had first met. 



CHAPTER II 

LAURENCE MURGATROYD 

That accident of Laurence Murgatroyd's 
turned out an eventful one for her. It was a 
very difficult case, long, tedious, and full of 
anxiety; then, when Mr. Murgatroyd was be- 
ginning to get about again, he told her what 
every woman likes to hear, that he could not live 
without her, that although, as he put it, he was 
no " catch," he would never know another mo- 
ment's peace unless she would promise to be his 
wife. 

And of course she so promised. 

At first he had, apparently, been contented 
enough to look forward to that some day which 
all lovers firmly believe in; then, as he grew 
stronger and began to see the effect that his 
nurse had upon the friends who came to the 
farm-house where he had been carried after the 
accident, to see him, he also began to realize 
that when she was no longer nursing him she 
ao 
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might at any moment be sent out to attend a 
similar case, or at least a similar patient, and he 
began to be impatient of her profession, to fret 
and fume and rail against fate, against every- 
thing but her. And at last, when he could stand 
it no longer, he insisted on her breaking the 
chains which bound her. 

" Look here, my darling,'' he said to her, one 
day, " I know it's very grand and noble, this 
nursing, and all that, and of course I admire you 
awfully for it, both for your pluck and your 
skill and for your uncomplaining endurance, and 
I shall always love you better that I happened 
to meet you in that way; but — ^but, at the same 
time, the day has gone by for all that sort 
of thing. Why, my dearest, you might be 
sent out to some other fellow who had been 
smashed up." 

" Of course I might," she replied. 

" Well, I don't like it; I don't like it at all. 
By Jove, the chap might even fall in love with 
you." 

" It's not impossible," she said, smiling. 

" Why, you might be sent to some fellow of 
my own regiment. By Jove, the doctor might 
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even insist on having you. And the fellow 
would be safe to fall in love with you." 

" Nonsense ! None of my patients have fallen 
in love with me before." 

" It would be beastly." 

" Not at all; no more than it was to have to 
come to you." 

'* Yes, but you were not engaged when you 
came .to me : it does make a difference." 

" I must live," said she, quietly. 

" Yes, I know ; and that's the hard part of it. 
Look here, my dear, dear little quaint girl, with 
your old-world name and your semipuritan 
garb, I am going to make a proposal to you. 
You may not like it; it may even make you 
rather angry with me; but I want you at least 
to think it well over : don't say ' no' in a hurry. 
I'll make a clean breast of the whole past. You 
know I've been a bit of an ass in my time, — 
most fellows in the service are, sooner or later, 
— I got dipped, and when I expected my father 
to pay up my debts (because, after all, I have 
never had much of an allowance, though I'm 
the eldest son and all that) he was furious. I 
believe that men who have made their money 
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in business and by their own eflPorts are mostly 
very intolerant of every life that happens to be a 
bit different from their own: at all events, I 
know that he is. He began life with nothing, — 
twopence-ha'penny and a pair of clogs, I believe, 
— ^and, though he is as rich as Croesus, he is as 
near and as saving as — ^as — ^the grave. So, 
when he found that I was dipped, he told me that 
he would pay my debts, but that he should expect 
me to retrieve my folly by marrying a woman 
with money. Now, I don't happen to like 
women with money. I can't help it, I believe 
it is constitutional with me, but it is none the 
less a remarkable fact that I have never yet seen 
the woman with money that I should like to sell 
myself to. Now, all this happened, my dearest, 
before I had ever seen you or heard of you, 
before I had ever been really in love in my life. 
So I glibly promised that I would look for 
money, though without having the very smallest 
intention of doing it. Of course it is always 
easy to stave off an evil day, and if my old 
father likes to spend his time hunting up heir- 
esses for me, why, it i$ an amusement for him, 
and it is quite easy for me to find some objec- 
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tion to them. Therefore, up to now, I have 
never troubled myself about his little weakness 
for the acquisition of money, but have gone on 
exactly as I have done before. One result of 
this was that I soon found myself more heavily 
in debt than ever. I am not a bit ashamed of 
my debts, — ^not a bit. I have never had a proper 
allowance, such as a man in an expensive cavalry 
regiment ought to have and requires to have, 
especially when he is known to be the son of an 
enormously rich father. I have done nothing 
outrageous; IVe not painted the town red, nor 
wasted money over women, nor even thought 
about racing; but I'm in debt, and out of debt 
I cannot get without my father^s intervention. 
So, you see, dearest, I am more or less tied to th^ 
old man, I am more or less in bondage. I mean, 
I cannot very well go to him and say that I have 
got engaged to a girl who has to work for her 
living. He is like all people who have been the 
architects of their own fortunes: he has no 
opinion of those who are not at the top of th^ 
ladden So there Ii am; but I simply cannot 
stand the idea of your possibly being $ent out 
again as you were sent to me, and I want you 
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to make a sacrifice for me, not a very great one 
as circumstances are with you : I want you to 
consent to our being married quietly and to 
living out of sight until— er — well, until things 
adjust themselves." 

"You mean until your father dies?" said 
Marion. 

" Well, I did not intend to put it in that cold- 
blooded way, dearest," Laurence Murgatroyd re- 
plied. " But, you see, my father married late in 
life, he is getting on in years, and of course he 
cannot live forever. I would not, heaven knows, 
shorten the old gentleman's life by so much as 
a single hour, for I am exceedingly fond of him ; 
still, when he does go, he cannot take his money 
with him, and I feel that nobody has a better 
right to it than I, — I, who feel that nobody has a 
better right than I have to arrange my own mar- 
riage." 

" But don't you think," said she, " that he 
would hear reason? Would the fact that we are 
in love with each other have no weight with 
him?" 

" Not the very least in the world," replied 
Laurence Murgatroyd, promptly : " so you may 



26 THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

put any such idyllic notion out of your dear little 
head, sweetheart, now and forever. No, my 
father is a real good sort, sturdy, honest, up- 
right, just — ^and as hard as flint. He boasts 
that his word is as good as his bond : I'm sure 
I wish to goodness it wasn't." 

" Laurence !" she cried. 

" Yes. I know what you mean, but I did not 
speak quite as you take it ; but you know when 
an old gentleman says to a boy, ' If you cough 
again, FU flog you,' that is what I call the word 
and the bond business being a ghastly nuisance. 
Now, if my father once said to me that certain 
effects would follow certain causes, he would 
keep his word, even if it killed him — and mel 
He has already told me that I must marry a 
young woman with money, and no proposal that 
I could make to him, no persuasions, no protes- 
tations, would move him to letting me off that 
part of the bargain. If I openly marry — ^well, 
my darling, you, for instance, he would at once 
make a new will and leave every farthing to my 
brother." 

"I did not know that you had a brother," 
Marion said. 
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"No? Well, I don't often talk about him. 
I have a brother all the same, and a regular bad 
hat he is. He has been a wanton and a spend- 
thrift ever since he went into knickerbockers. 
In fact, there is nothing bad, short of actual 
criminality, that Geoffrey has not done at some 
time or other. My father allows him four hun- 
dred a year so long as he remains in Australia, 
and even that is paid to him monthly, so that he 
cannot slip over here betweenwhiles. He has 
declared his intention of leaving him as much 
for his life, but no more, and I'm bound to say 
Geoffrey deserves no better; yet the old man's 
nature is so extraordinary, and so tenacious of 
its own way, that he would think nothing of re- 
calling Geoffrey and making him the heir if I 
were to disappoint him by marrying a girl with- 
out a dower." 

"And yet you propose to marry me!" she 
cried. 

" Well, dear, if I am safely married to you I 
cannot possibly marry any one else." 

" It would be deceiving your father." 

" Only because I feel that my father is asking 
an unreasonable thing of me. I feel that I am 
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justified in deceiving him so far. After all, mar- 
riage is a very personal sort of business, and by 
and by, when my father is gathered to his rest, 
poor old gentleman, it won't matter to him 
whether I have married a woman with money 
or not, whereas it will make all the difference 
in the world to me." 

**Yes, there is something in that," she ad- 
mitted. 

The discussion ended as such discussions usu- 
ally do. It was against the girl's open and hon- 
est nature to do an)rthing so underhand as to 
marry a man secretly and against his father's 
wishes; but Laurence Murgatroyd had inher- 
ited a very persuasive tongue from his Irish an- 
cestors. He argued that his father's objection 
was not a personal one, and therefore it did not 
count; he urged that if he could but see her he 
might take the greatest possible fancy to her. 
Besides that, he declared again and again that 
his father had no right to arrange his son's 
life, and that he was perfectly justified in plan- 
ning his affairs so as to cause the least amount 
of annoyance to his father with the largest 
chance of happiness to himself. 



LAURENCE MURGATROYD 29 

Finally Marion consented, and the two were 
married in an out-of-the-way London church, 
where nobody, not even the old clergyman who 
performed the ceremony, took much notice of 
them, and Nurse Marion became lost to the 
world which had been hers beforetime, and 
took up a new life as the wife of Laurence 
Murgatroyd. 



CHAPTER III 

HOLLOW COTTAGE 

Looking back from the stand-point of that 
night of grief, it seemed to her that for a time 
she had been mad with happiness. The fact 
that old Mr. Murgatroyd never ceased to worry 
his son on the subject of his matrimonial future 
only served to heighten the joys of their won- 
derful secret. 

Marion, of course, never showed herself in 
the town in which her husband's regiment was 
quartered, even taking the precaution to do her 
shopping in a town which lay a dozen miles in 
the opposite direction. She lived in a lovely 
cottage half a mile from a village railway sta- 
tion that was just five miles from Blankhamp- 
ton, where the 150th was quartered. She had 
one staid and trustworthy servant, whom she 
had taken with her from London, a comfortable 
person who knew her only as Mrs. West, and 
who confidently believed Mr. West to be on 
what she was pleased to call "the road." 
30 
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" Simmons thinks you travel in tea, Laurie/* 
she said to her husband one day. " It is very 
funny to think of your travelling in tea, isn't 
it?" 

" It is rather by way of being a shock to me, 
dearest," Murgatroyd replied. "But, when 
you come to think of it, under our circumstances 
such a supposition is eminently safe. If Sim- 
mons is asked any questions, she will be able 
to tell a lie quite truthfully and so put the curi- 
ous fairly off the scent. I should encourage the 
idea, Marion. Still, it is distinctly funny, not 
so much my travelling in tea, for with my par- 
entage I might be anything, but to think of you 
being married to such a position." 

Of course their life was not all sunshine: 
what life ever is ? There were days when Mur- 
gatroyd was on duty and could not get out to 
Hollow Cottage at all; there were other days 
when he was obliged to show himself socially, 
other days on which he hunted, or shot, or fished ; 
and at such times Marion was terribly dull. She 
had no neighbors, no friends. The village was 
about a mile on the other side of the railway, and 
the inhabitants never thought of calling on her. 
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Only the shy young curate found his way to 
Hollow Cottage, asking her if she would like to 
take up some parish work. Marion said " no" 
in such a decided tone that the poor little man 
never ventured to go near her again. 

Yet, in spite of everything, Marion was 
madly, deliriously happy. She was always 
feverishly delighted when Laurence came, and 
he, on his side, always professed himself as 
grudging every hour spent away from her. And 
yet things did not altogether go smoothly. 

For one thing, there was always the want of 
money in the modest little establishment. You 
see, when a man has not an income sufficient to 
supply his own wants, and he suddenly takes 
upon himself the burden of a wife, no matter 
how economically, even humbly, that wife lives, 
she cannot help but be a burden. The income 
that is not enough for one will not stretch itself 
to provide for two simply because those two are 
happier together than they would be apart. So, 
by the time the year had gone by, Laurence 
Murgatroyd had begun to feel very acutely in- 
deed the pinch and inconvenience of poverty. 

As he explained to Marion^ it was impossible 
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for him to, alter his style of living in the regi- 
ment, and it was useless for him to expect any 
increase of his allowance from his father. He 
was more in love with Marion than ever, but 
love does not pay the butcher or the baker, love 
will not pay the dressmaker and the tailor, love 
costs nloney instead of making it; and at last 
there came a desperate day when Laurence 
Murgatroyd told his wife that something must 
be done. 

" Laurie," she cried, in desperation, " why, 
why don't you make a clean breast of it to your 
father? — ^tell him everything? Surely he mar- 
ried for love himself? You have told me that 
he is fond of saying that he married on a hun- 
dred and fifty pounds a year: would not that 
weigh with him ?" 

" No, honestly I don't think that it would," 
Murgatroyd answered. " Probably, if it were 
put before him, he would argue in this way: 
His father provided him with nothing, he has 
provided me with everything, with all that I 
have; he would probably feel that he owed 
nothing to his father, and as I do owe everything 
to him he would consider himself perfectly justi- 

3 
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fied in expecting me to be guided entirely by his 
wishes. He has expressed himself very strongly 
on the subject already, and, as you must have 
seen by his letters, he has no notion of giving up 
his original intention that I must marry money. 
Each time that I have been home since the un- 
fortunate day that he paid my debts, he has 
trotted out heiresses of all sorts for my delecta- 
tion. The first one I resolutely declined on the 
ground of a squint; the second had red hair; 
the third was dicky as to her h's, which he 
seemed to think was a very small and frivolous 
objection. But he writes now that he wants me 
to go and look at another one, a real beauty this 
time and no mistake about it." 

"And what excuse are you going to make 
this time?" Marion asked, a smile dimpling over 
her face in spite of the gravity of the situation. 

" That is precisely what I don't know. I sup- 
pose I shall get out of it some way or other; 
anyway, I must." 

" Yes, I am afraid, my poor Laurie, that you 
must," Marion rejoined, her eyes dancing. 
" Even for a beauty-heiress I cannot do away 
with myself.'' 
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" Heaven forbid that you should suggest such 
a thing, even in jest," he said, in horror. 
" However, I must try to get a few days' leave, 
that I may go home and find some fault with 
the lady. The most important question of all 
is, how on earth are you and I going to keep 
body and soul together? I really am desperately 
hard up. I had a letter from my tailor this 
morning saying that if I do not pay up my 
bill pretty soon he will place the matter in 
other hands. You know what that means, of 
course ?" 

" I have an idea. Is it a large bill?" 
" Pretty big. Eighty pounds or so. It might 
as well be eight hundred, for all the means I've 
got of paying it. And then there's the rent of 
this little place! It's not much, but it's due; 
by Jove, it's over-due. And you tell me the ex- 
cellent Simmons is expecting to be paid. I 
don't know how on earth we are going to do it. 
And not only that, but all the time I have a hate- 
ful feeling that it's all so hard on you, that I 
have taken you out of a life by which at least 
you were able to supply your wants and to hold 
your head up as high as any, and have con- 



36 THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

demned you to a life of secrecy, an underhand, 
hateful way of living." 

Marion turned and caught hold of both his 
hands. " Laurie," she said, impetuously, " tell 
me one thing, — tell me true and plain. Are you 
happy when you are with me?" 

"Marion!" 

" Really happy?" she persisted. 

" Yes, really happy. You are all the world 
to me : surely you know it. But it is no use my 
trying to hide from you that I should be much 
happier if I could take you among my fellows 
and introduce you to everybody as my wife, if 
I could dress you as you ought to be dressed, and 
give you the kind of surroundings which are 
your right." 

" No, you are wrong there, Laurie," she said, 
gravely. ^' I have no rights. I don't deserve 
anything better than I have got, no, nor any- 
thing half as good. You love me, and that is 
sufficient for me; it is more than I ought to 
have. I never ought to have consented to this 
secret marriage : I knew that it was wrong, and 
yet I had not strength enough to resist the 
temptation. Evil is bound to come of it, and 
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I shall not be a bit surprised if it ends by 
wrecking all your prospects, and then you will 
hate me." 

" Hate you ? Nonsense ! nonsense ! I 
couldn't hate you if I tried, I shall always love 
you just the same : only I don't see the good of 
throwing away my only chance of providing for 
you properly by not taking precautions for a time 
now. By the bye, dearest, I want you to be very 
careful in what you do and where you go, just 
now." 

"To be careful, Laurie? Why?" 

" Because that ass Desmond saw you yester- 
day." 

" Desmond ? Who is he ? How did he know 
anything about me?" 

" He doesn't know anything about you so far, 
but he saw you. We were in a shop together 
yesterday in Blankhampton and saw you go past. 
I felt in a minute that your having ventured into 
Blankhampton was a mistake. ' That's a pretty 
girl,' said he ; ' I wonder who she is ? Old chap, 
I'm going after her.' I told him not to be an ass, 
that you would probably be awfully offended if 
you knew that he was following you; but he 
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listened to me no more than he would have lis- 
tened to a little dog yapping, and bolted up the 
street after you." 

"Oh, that was Mr. Desmond, was it?" Ma- 
rion cried. " I rather thought he had the look 
of a soldier." 

" Why, what made you notice him?" 

" Because he spoke to me." 

"Spoke to you!" 

" Yes. Oh, he was civil, — quite civil. He 
took off his hat and said it was a long time since 
he had seen me, and when I told him I did not 
know him he expressed great surprise, and said, 
' Surely it is Mrs. Ferguson ?' I said in a chilly 
tone that I was not Mrs. Ferguson, and he took 
the hint and left me." 

" Mrs. Ferguson!" Laurence Murgatroyd re- 
peated. " Then I suppose you thought he really 
had mistaken you ?" 

" Of course I did." 

" Oh ! Well, my dear, you are not safe any 
longer in this neighborhood. How am I to go 
home for a week and leave you to the pestilential 
attentions of an ass like Desmond ?" 

" My dear boy," said Marion, promptly, " I 
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assure you I can quite well take care of myself : 
don't worry on that score." 

" I believe/' he said, presently, " that if I 
could introduce you to my father without his 
knowing that you had anything to do with me, 
you would win him over to our side in spite of 
himself." 

" What?" Marion cried, gayly : " would you 
send me into the house to nurse him? Oh, 
Laurie, do you think such a stale old trick would 
work properly?" 

" To nurse him ? No, I wasn't thinking of 
that. He is not ill ; he never is. If he were, I 
believe you would be able to do pretty much 
what you chose with him, in spite of his love of 
money and his passion for his word and his 
bond. He is a very impressionable old gentle- 
man, and tremendously susceptible to womanly 
charms. I should not like him to fall ill, but if 
he did — ^by Jove, that's a good idea of yours." 



CHAPTER IV 

FAILURE 

In due course of time Laurence Murgatroyd 
got a few days' leave and went home, writing 
daily to Marion, and pouring great scorn upon 
the pretensions to beauty possessed by his 
father's latest discovered heiress. " I am 
afraid," he wrote, " that the poor old gentleman 
is exceedingly wild with me. He says that he 
cannot imagine what I really do want. I took 
the opportunity of informing him, as pleasantly 
as I could, that I wanted to be let alone and to 
have a little more money. However, he is still 
rabid on the subject of my marrying money, and 
not one penny will he hand over." 

It is an old saying that many a true word is 
spoken in jest. If any one had told Marion 
Murgatroyd three months previously that within 
one week she would be sojourning under the 
roof of her husband's father, that she would be 
wearing her long-discarded uniform, that she 
40 
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would be known as Nurse Marion once more, 
she would have laughed such an idea to 
scorn. 

And yet how strange truth can be and often 
is ! Three days later than the letter of which I 
have just spoken, Marion received an urgent 
message from her husband, a message by tele- 
graph. 

" I want you," it said, " to come here imme- 
diately. My father is suddenly very ill. I send 
from Burghley to save time. Wire to me at 
Murgatroyd Park in name of Nurse M., saying 
that you are on your way. Will meet you at 
station and explain all." 

Marion had no thought of not complying with 
her husband's directions. She telegraphed back 
in the terms suggested by him, donned her gray 
uniform, packed up the blue linen dresses and 
white aprons which she had been accustomed to 
wear when on duty, and in due course of time 
arrived at the station, which was three miles and 
a half from Murgatroyd Park. Laurence met 
her there, and quickly hurried her into a com- 
fortable brougham. As soon as they were off he 
rapidly explained the extraordinary coincidence 
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which had led to his sending for her in such a 
strange fashion. 

" He was taken ill yesterday, — influenza, of 
course. He has never been ill in all his life 
before, and the doctor seems to think he is going 
to have it badly. He ordered a nurse at once, 
and as there is not a nurse to be had apparently 
for love or money, and influenza is simply 
raging all over the country, I suggested trying 
to get a nurse from the institution that sent me 
the only nurse I ever required. Everything has 
fallen out beautifully: you have only to go in 
and win. Now you must remember, darling, 
that you are the same nurse who pulled me 
through my accident. You had better tell that 
to the doctor at once; but I don't think you 
need say anything to my father until you have 
ingratiated yourself a little with him. I think, 
on the whole, it was lucky that he only saw me 
when you were off duty, as it happened." 

Ingratiate herself ! Looking back but a few 
hours, it seemed to Marion that she ought to 
have felt the danger she was running. 

Ingratiate herself ! She had changed her gray 
uniform for a blue linen gown, and, looking as 
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dainty as a nurse in a play, she had summoned 
up all her courage and gone into the room where 
Mr. Murgatroyd was lying. The sick man 
turned his head and watched her as she came to 
the side of his bed, uttering some pleasant com- 
monplace, as is the habit of nurses newly come 
upon the scene. 

His first utterance made her almost jump out 
of her skin. 

" Mrs. Robinson," he said, in a loud, hard 
tone, " take that young woman away. I'll have 
no flighty little lasses worrying me. Take her 
away : I don't like the look of her." 

Nurses who are accustomed to going about 
the world are well used to finding patients who 
object strongly to their presence; but this is a 
matter which does not often cause dismay to a 
really clever nurse, and frequently patients who 
have begun with every symptom of detestation 
end by being helplessly dependent upon the very 
nurses whom once they openly scorned. 

In the case of John Murgatroyd, however, 
such a happy state of affairs did not supervene on 
the introduction of Nurse Marion into his sick- 
chamber. From first to last he showed only the 
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most intense dislike of her. There was no 
earthly reason why he should have done so, but 
it was nevertheless a fact. He detested her. 
He informed the doctor in attendance upon him 
that it was an insult to expect him to submit to 
the ministrations of a young thing who might be 
his granddaughter, and in vain did the doctor, 
who was much troubled at the time by a scarcity 
of nurses, expostulate with him, and declare 
that nurses, just then, were not to be had either 
for love or money. 

" I would rather be without a nurse at all," 
John Murgatroyd growled, indignantly. " IVe 
got plenty of servants." 

" But, with the exception of Mrs. Robinson, 
your servants are all young, Mr. Murgatroyd," 
the doctor cried. " She is old enough, the Lord 
knows, but one night is enough to knock her up, 
and she has neither the experience nor the 
strength to be of any good. You are very ill, 
my dear sir, much too ill to be dependent on un- 
skilled and untrained attention. To leave you 
to your own women-servants is out of the ques- 
tion. I cannot continue in charge of your case 
if you are going to handicap me by giving me 
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a nurse who does not know a lotion from a 
tonic." 

" I'll never believe," said John Murgatroyd, 
obstinately, " that yon bit lassie knows aught of 
such a case as mine. Where is she to learn? 
Experientia docet, doctor, — ^truer words were 
never written, — ^but where is yon bit lassie to 
have got her experience from ?" 

" My dear Mr. Murgatroyd," returned the 
doctor, who was fast losing patience, " yon bit 
lassie has had three years in a good London 
hospital. She has been hard at work for several 
years since then, and she has a sheaf of testi- 
monials such as ought to satisfy even you. And, 
mind you, there is not a nurse to be had just 
now, neither far nor near, and half, nay, nine- 
tenths, of the influenza cases that end fatally do 
so for want of good nursing. While this plague 
of influenza is raging all over the country, and 
the unfortunate nurses get broken down one by 
one from overwork, it will be more difficult to 
obtain them. On my word, you ought to think 
yourself very lucky to get a competent skilled 
nurse without a single day's delay. Now be a 
sensible man, Mr. Murgatroyd, — ^you know you 
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are a sensible man, — ^and don't let a mere matter 
of prejudice spoil your chance of getting over 
this." 

" Well, you may say what you like, doctor, 
and it may be as you say," said John Murga- 
troyd, still speaking with extreme indignation, 
" and there may not be a nurse to be had for 
love or money, but I don't like it, I tell you ; I 
don't like it at all. I don't like her, and I don't 
like having her about me, — ^a bit of a lass like 
that : it's ridiculous !" 

" Why, Mr. Murgatroyd, I really thought 
you had more sense, I did indeed. Isn't it better 
to have a bright young thing like that about you 
than a frowzy old frump who would as soon lay 
you out as get you through it, ay, and perhaps 
sooner, for the matter of that ? Don't talk non- 
sense, Mr. Murgatroyd, but just lie there and 
devote your energies to getting well, and be 
thankful that you're not left to the tender 
mercies of an old lady who can't keep her eyes 
open for an hour together." 

A few days went by, but John Murgatroyd in 
no way got over his first prejudice against Nurse 
Marion. " I do wish, Laurie," he said fretfully 
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to his son one day when he was sitting in the 
sick-room and Nurse Marion was off duty, — " I 
do wish you'd send that lass away." 

" What lass ?" asked Laurie. 

" Why, that slip of a girl tricked out in her 
cap as if she was a sort of a nun. I don't like 
her, and, what is more, she doesn't like me." 

" Oh, that's sheer nonsense," exclaimed 
Laurie. 

" No," the old man declared, " it is not non- 
sense. She looks at me as if she expected me to 
throw things at her ; and I quite expect, Laurie, 
that I shall end by doing it." 

" Well, you see, father, you were very rough 
on her when she first came. You called out that 
they were to take her away, just as if she was 
a perfect nightmare. And, of course, she's 
young, and young people don't like that kind of 
treatment. You don't give the poor girl a 
chance. She feels you don't like her; and in- 
deed you make yourself so deuced clear on that 
point that there's no chance of her making any 
mistake about.it. And, after all, when she is try- 
ing to do her best for you, don't you think its 
very rough on her?" 
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" No, I don't," said Mr. Murgatroyd, who 
even in his best days had never been able to look 
at any question except from his own stand-point, 
and who was certainly in no wise softened by his 
illness : " I like a nice, comfortable, middle-aged 
nurse, and I don't like so much of that ridicu- 
lous cap and bib business." 

" My dear old dad," said Laurie, " as long as 
you get thoroughly well looked after, what does 
it matter whether your nurse wears a cap or 
doesn't? I am sure Nurse Marion is very nice 
and very kind, and always anxious to do every- 
thing for her patient that is possible. Why, 
when she nursed me " 

" What?" cried the old man. 

" When she nursed me. What ! didn't you 
know ? Why, of course ; she was the nurse who 
pulled me through that big smash I had at Dan- 
ford. I always foimd her most kind and un- 
tiring, most attentive in every way; and when 
that sciatica came on with the influenza, and 
poor old Mrs. Robinson had no more notion than 
a pussy-cat how to cope with it, I naturally got 
the same nurse that I had found so good. I — ^I 
thought it such luck that she was able to come; 
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though, of course, if I had known that you 
would take against her in this foolish way, I'd 
have left it all alone. But how was I to know?" 
he went on, vexedly. 

" Oh, I dare say I am prejudiced," John Mur- 
gatroyd admitted, — ^and it was no small admis- 
sion for a man who prided himself on never 
changing his mind, — "but I like an older 
woman, I don't like flighty young girls. I'm 
no match for 'em." 

"How do you mean, no match?" asked his 
son. 

" Oh, you know what I mean. I don't feel 
safe with a bit of a lass like that. Why, she 
might take it into her head to marry me." 

At this suggestion, thus naively put, Laurence 
Murgatroyd sat back in his chair and laughed 
aloud. " My dear old dad," he cried, at last, 
" you really do beat ever3rthing in the way of a 
joke that ever I came across. The idea of such 
a notion ever entering your head at your time of 
day, as ill as you are! Well, well! the vanity 
of old gentlemen ! there's no end to it. On my 
word, you beat everything. Look here, now: 
if Nurse Marion comes any of the marrying 
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dodge over you, just you send for me, and I'll 
soon put matters right, I promise you. But do, 
my dear dad, make up your mind to put up with 
her for a bit. It never does to swap horses when 
you're crossing the stream." 

" I don't like putting up with her, Laurie," 
the old man persisted. " She's got no wit, and 
she's so nervous and so unhandy; her fingers 
are all thumbs. She always speaks to me as if 
she expects I am going to throw the first thing 
that comes handy at her head. She's a deal too 
much of a fine lady for my taste, and she gives 
me the idea of not being a real nurse, somehow. 
I wish you'd send her away." 



CHAPTER V 

HARD TO BEAR 

As the days crept on, the old man's an- 
tipathy to Marion became more and more pro- 
nounced, until finally he would not, if any one 
else were near, take an3rthing from her hand or 
allow her to wait upon him in any way. And at 
last Marion implored her husband to let her 
leave Murgatroyd Park. 

" Laurie," she said, piteously, " I have done 
my very best; indeed I have. He won't have 
me at any price: he won't take anything from 
me: he is full of hatred and suspicion of me. 
I believe he thinks I want to poison him. I can- 
not stand it any longer : let me go away." 

" You can't go away and leave him without 
a nurse," Laurie replied, savagely. " The poor 
old man is desperately ill ; you know that as well 
or better than I do." 

" He is better than he was, Laurie," she 
urged ; " and every hour that I stay here .only 
retards instead of helping his recovery." 

51 



52 THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

" Why on earth can't you manage to ingra- 
tiate yourself a little with him?" he went on, 
not heeding her words ; " you have a chance, — 
or had; never had any woman a better. And 
now, when everything is hanging on it, you 
must needs give in. It's the first time I have 
ever asked you to do anything for me, — ^and you 
have failed." 

Marion turned and looked at him. It was the 
first time that he had ever spoken to her other- 
wise than in gentleness and love; and as she 
stood there eying him, an awful and a horrible 
thought came into her mind that after all he 
was the son of his father. " Laurie," she said, 
" I have done my best." 

" And a very poor best, too," he burst out. 
"Well, I suppose I shall have to send up to 
town and try to get somebody else: you leave 
me no choice. But don't shut your eyes to one 
main fact: you will never have such a chance 
again. If you cannot contrive to get hold of 
the old man now, you will never do it, and Geof- 
frey will have everything. It is hard lines, for, 
except in this matter, I've stuck to him through 
thick and thin. And it's harder, even, when I 
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have risked so much and g^ven up so much for 
you, that you cannot do a little thing like this for 
me. No, by Jove, not for me, but for us both." 

" Laurie," she cried, desperately, " you don't 
mean to imply that I have not done my best, 
tried my hardest, to win your father over? 
Why, when I came here I was ready to do any- 
thing for him ; you know that. But he is dead 
against me, dead against me! The truth is, he 
sees through me, — ^not that I'm your " 

" Hush-sh-sh !" he exclaimed, looking roimd 
apprehensively. 

" But he knows I'm no ordinary nurse," she 
went on ; " he feels it. Instinct is very strong 
with him, and I suppose my anxiety has made 
my face telltale. Anyway, it is doing us more 
harm than good for me to stay here; indeed 
it is." 

" Oh, I dare say it is not pleasant for you," 
he said, vexedly. 

" You have no right to speak to me like that," 
she said, with a certain dignity which told him, 
vexed as he was, that she was deeply wounded; 
" you have no right to speak to me like that, nor 
yet to throw at me that you have run risks and 
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given up some things for my sake. I too have 
made sacrifices for you. I gave up my honest 
living. I never asked you to give anything up 
for me: no, the asking was all on your side; 
but you do not hesitate to throw it at me all the 
same." 

" Oh, I dare say I have been a fool. I'm not 
the first fellow who has made a fool of himself," 
Laurence Murgatroyd cried, savagely. " How- 
ever, we have tried our little scheme and it has 
failed. So there is nothing more to be done. 
The best thing you can do is to get away ; but 
you cannot in decency go until we have found a 
substitute for you : no nurse would. But don't 
expect me to say that I'm glad you're going, or 
that I think you are doing the right thing, or 
that you have managed this business well, be- 
cause I don't. You had a good chance, and you 
have lost it." 

They were together in the library, a superb 
apartment, in which she had sought him after an 
unusually difficult hour with the old man, in 
order to tell him of her determination to go. 
She was standing by the great table of carved 
oak, her face white with distress, her eyes dark 
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with pain, her whole person and attitude indica- 
tive of hesitancy and trouble. She stood still by 
the table ; he, on the contrary, was walking rest- 
lessly about the room, his hands thrust deep 
down into his pockets, his face in the blackest 
frown that Marion had ever seen it wear. 

"You are not angry with me, Laurie?" she 
said, at last, in imploring tones. 

"Angry!" he repeated, roughly. "No, Fm 
not angry, but I*m disappointed, and vexed, and 
sore." 

" Not with me, Laurie?" 

" Yes, with you. It is no use lying to you 
or pretending otherwise, which would be a lie. 
I am disappointed. I made sure you would pull 
off this business properly. But there, just like 
a woman, you must let everything slide because 
an old man who is sick and full of crotchets 
shows you the rough side 6f his tongue. One 
hears a good deal about you nurses being angels 
of patience, and hours of ease, and all that rot, 
but, by Jove, when one wants you to do some- 
thing a bit out of the ordinary, one soon finds 
out how mortal you are, after all." 

" I have never pretended to be an3rthing but 
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mortal," said Marion, drawing back a little and 
holding herself very stiffly. " So, Laurence, as 
I don't want to have this kind of argument 
again, I will tender my formal notice as your 
father's nurse. Will you be good enough to fill 
up my place as soon as possible?" 

He turned and looked at her, and it must be 
admitted that for once Laurence Murgatroyd, 
though in general a singularly good-tempered 
person, was in a towering passion. 

" And is that all ?" he asked. 

" All ? Yes, that is all. Unfortunately, I can- 
not," said Marion, with a miserable frozen kind 
of dignity, " tender my notice to you.'^ 



CHAPTER VI 

PUTTING ON THE TIME 

Marion had certainly never since her mar- 
riage looked so like the Nurse Marion of old as 
when, with her head held well up in the air, she 
turned and walked out of the great library at 
Murgatroyd Park. She closed the door very 
quietly behind her, and felt, poor girl, that she 
was closing the door on all her brightest hopes 
of existence. 

If she could have gone straight away then and 
there, it would not have seemed so hard; but 
that course was impossible. Old Mr. Murga- 
troyd was still very ill, and, whether he liked or 
disliked her, she was compelled to minister to 
him in quite the usual way, which was, as a 
matter of course, just as she would have done 
if she had found herself fully appreciated by 
him. 

She went straight up to the sick-room, busied 
herself with various small occupations, and then 
went towards the bed, carrying with her some 
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medicine in a glass. " It is time for your medi- 
cine, Mr. Murgatroyd," she said, in as cheerful 
a tone as she could assume. 

" Where is Mrs. Robinson ?" was his ungra- 
cious retort. 

" Mrs. Robinson is in bed with the influenza, 
and is very ill," said Marion, promptly. 

"Since when?" 

" Since last night. FU fetch her> if you like, 
but it will be her death if she comes," said 
Marion, in a chilly tone. 

"Why wasn't I told?" ignoring her re- 
mark. 

" By way of sparing your feelings, I believe," 
said Marion, standing still and eying him with 
distant and disdainful gaze. " And if the poor 
old lady does die, you will have the satisfaction 
of knowing, sir, that you had a good hand in 
killing her." 

"What d'ye mean?" 

" Just what I say. Your son brought me here 
at great inconvenience to myself, and you have 
pretty well worried your old housekeeper's life 
out by your ridiculous hatred of me. You must 
forgive me for speaking plainly, Mr. Murga- 
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troyd, but your hatred of me is ridiculous. Do 
you think it was any pleasure to me to come 
hundreds of miles to nurse a cross old man, who 
snarls at one with every moment as if one was 
a dog, or he was ? You are very ill, but you Ve 
got a first-class nurse, to whom a bit of a case 
like this is mere child's play. Why can't you be 
content, and spend your energy in trying to get 
well, instead of setting your wits to work and 
trying to make me miserable? If I were a man 
in your position, I shouldn't think nurse-baiting 
a good enough amusement." 

The old man turned his head uneasily on his 
pillows and fixed his hard, keen gaze on 
Marion's scornful face. "You've a sharp 
tongue of your own, young woman," he re- 
marked, at last. 

" I need it with you, Mr. Murgatroyd," was 
her quick retort. " And, by the bye, you may 
be glad to hear that I went down just now to see 
Mr. Laurence" (Laurence Murgatroyd was al- 
ways called so in his father's house), "and I 
told him that he must look out for another nurse 
with as little delay as possible. So you will 
soon be rid of me; only, while I am here, don't 
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you think you may as well let me make myself as 
useful as I can?" 

"You went and saw Laurence? You gave 
him notice?" the old man exclaimed. 

" I did." 

"And why to Laurence? Why not to me? 
Is my son master of this house?" John Murga- 
troyd demanded. 

" I don't know, I'm sure. I do know that Mr. 
Laurence engaged me to nurse you, and I did 
not suppose that you would wish to be writing 
letters just now. I don't quite see how you are 
to do it. Mr. Laurence said nothing about being 
master. I suppose he is doing his best for you. 
He seems anxious enough, anyway." 

"Anxious? Ay, he's a good lad, my 
Laurence, a good lad," was the old man's un- 
expected remark. 

" Don't you think you had better take your 
medicine?" said Marion. 

" Here, give it to me." And John Murga- 
troyd drained the glass without further ado, 
then lay back again among his pillows and eyed 
Marion curiously. "What did he say?" he 
asked, at last. 
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"Who? your son?" 

"Who else were we speaking of? What 
did he say when you told him you were 
going?" 

" He was vexed, of course; equally of course, 
he blamed me for not having made myself more 
agreeable to you," Marion replied, without hesi- 
tation. 

"Oh, he did?" 

" Need you ask? Is not the woman always 
wrong?" said Marion, bitterly. 

" It doesn't matter what Laurence said," said 
the old man, still more uneasily. 

" Not the very least in the world," responded 
Marion, with a cheerfulness which was a little 
overdone. 

" Laurence has nothing to do with it : it's no 
fault of his that you and I don't get on. I — I — 
hope — ^at least, I would rather " 

" It is not worth talking of," said Marion. 
" I am going away as soon as I can be replaced. 
But for the present Mrs. - Robinson, poor old 
soul, is very ill, and cannot look after you. 
Don't you think you had better put up with me 
till you get somebody else better?" 
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" Perhaps." It was ungraciously said, but 
still it was a consent, and a distinct one. 

" I know your leg is very painful to-night; I 
can see it in every line of your face. Come, let 
me give it a good rub with the lotion." 

" It does hurt pretty badly," he admitted. 

" Sciatica is agony, or most people think so," 
said Marion. " Anyway, it is as near to agony 
as any one need want to go. And when it comes 
on with influenza it is unbearable." 

" She doesn't rub that way," he grumbled. 

" Perhaps not. Don't you think you had bet- 
ter try my way?" said Marion, with a smile. It 
was a smile covering a breaking heart, but the 
old man, brimful of his aches and pains and 
prejudices, saw nothing of that. He was only 
filled with satisfaction to think that the " young 
thing" was going, and he was therefore more 
inclined to be tolerant towards her than he 
would have been if he had not known of the 
interview with Laurence, and that Mrs. Robin- 
son, poor old soul, was fast in the grip of the 
same illness as himself. 

So Marion, given a fair field, rubbed the poor 
tortured leg into something like comfort, and 
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John Murgatroyd for once submitted to her 
ministrations without the usual growls and 
snarls of disfavor. 

He was just settled again when Laurence 
came into the room, " Well, dad, how are you 
feeling now?** 

" A bit better," answered the old man. " You 
never told me that Mrs. Robinson was ill." 

" I thought it would worry you, and that per- 
haps you would never miss her," Laurence an- 
swered. 

" You must take me for a regular fool, then," 
John Murgatroyd growled. 

" Oh, no, I don't; but sick people don't notice 
every one that comes and goes." 

" Yon lass tells me she's going." 

" Yes, I believe she is." 

"You believe? Don't you know? Haven't 
you written for another?" 

"Not yet. You forget, dad, that the post 
goes out at five o'clock. I'll write in the mom- 
mg." 

"And be sure you say I want a nice, com- 
fortable, middle-aged person," said John Mur- 
gatroyd. " I don't like these bits of young 
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things about me. Not but what she's done bet- 
ter to-night." 

"You must give her another chance," said 
Laurence, in his easiest tones. 

" Nothing of the sort," sharply. " She 
doesn't like me any better than I like her. It's 
best for us to part." 

" Much the best," put in Marion, coldly. 

" Oh, as you like, of course. I'll write the 
first thing in the morning." 

As a matter of fact, Laurence Murgatroyd, 
urged by some expression in Marion's face, did 
more than write in quest of another nurse the 
following day. He despatched a special mes- 
senger to the nearest town and sent a telegram 
to the only nursing institution which he knew of, 
asking whether there was a nurse to be had or 
not. Within a couple of hours the answer came 
back, " Regret, not a single nurse in. Patients 
waiting ten deep." 

This reply he carried to the old man. " You 
see, dad," he said, " that there really is a great 
difficulty in gettting nurses : they're simply not 
to be had." 

"H'm! I see." 



PUTTING ON THE TIME 65 

" I can't think why you need have taken such 
a dislike to Nurse Marion," Laurence went on, 
vexedly. " Such luck as it was to get her, too ! 
Patients waiting ten deep, you see. Not, I dare 
say, that she would consent to stay now. I 
wouldn't, if I were she, after the way you've 
treated her." 

"Pooh!" 

"Ah, that's what you rich people always 
think, — ^that you can buy everything you want 
with money. You can't always do it, and money 
is not quite the power you think it." 

" She'd stay fast enough. I'd be sorry to ask 
her, if I didn't want her." 

" Perhaps so. She's our only hope at pres- 
ent." 

" I dare say," the old man admitted. 

Laurence Murgatroyd looked at his father 
keenly. " Dad," he said, " you don't feel just as 
you did about her. You're getting over your 
prejudices." 

" Oh, the wench has got a spirit, and I like 
her the better for it," John Murgatroyd flashed 
out 

" A spirit? how do you know?" 
5 
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" Because she dropped onto me last night for 
not Hking her. Ay, she let me have it properly, 
too. I didn't think she had it in her." 

" Oh, there's plenty in her." 

" How do you know ?" quickly marking his 
son's tone. 

" How do I know?" with a laugh. " Why, 
because she pulled me through a big smash, of 
course. By Jove, you get to know your nurse's 
moods then, I can tell you. She managed me 
properly, but I had to obey orders. She stood 
no fooling. If she had, I shouldn't be here this 
minute." 

At the very first chance Laurence Murgatroyd 
sought out his wife. It was not easy, for every 
one in that large household was well on the 
alert, and anything like familiar intercourse be- 
tween the nurse and the young master would 
have been noticed at once. In fact, so difficult 
was it, now that Marion was in her most strictly 
professional guise, that Laurence was reduced to 
the necessity of sending a formal message ask- 
ing her to come to him in the library for ten 
minutes. 

He had to wait nearly an hour, but at last she 
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came. "You sent for me," she said, quietly. 
" I am sorry to keep you waiting, but I could not 
come. Your father is not nearly so well to-day ; 
I could not leave him." 

" Yes. I sent for you. I wanted to say some- 
thing. Marion, you are getting on better." 

" Perhaps." 

" No, it is not perhaps ; it is a fact. You have 
the game in your own hands." 

" I don't think so." 

" But if he asks you to stay, you will?" 

" I really cannot." 

"Marion!" reproachfully, "don't say that. 
Dearest, you are not angry with me for what I 
said yesterday?" 

" You hurt me yesterday, Laurence." 

" Did I ? I never meant to do so. Darling, 
I know it's awfully hard lines on you to be here 
like this in the house where you ought to be 
the mistress; but, for my sake, do try to bear 
it to the end. I feel that you will conquer the 
old man in time. He is old and full of whims 
and caprices, more than ever now that he is ill. 
But he's a dear old chap down at the bottom, he 
is really; and if you will only try to win him 
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over, I know all will be right. Your woman's 
wit will get round him in time. You walked 
into him, he tells me, and he admires you for it." 

" I am highly honored." 

^' He Marion, you are crying." 

" Nothing of the kind," she said, sharply. 

" Then you ought to be. Marion, my darling, 
if I was a brute to you yesterday, — ^and I believe 
I was, — try to forgive me. Don't let you and 
me fall out, even if everything else goes against 
us. Come, don't look at me lilce that. You'll 
find out by and by that the best of us are mis- 
taken fools at times. But — ^but — won't you give 
me a kiss, Marion ?" 

She was not very easy to win over. It was the 
first time that so much as a shadow had ever 
come between them, and she had been terribly 
wounded by his sharp words of the previous day. 
She had felt, too, very bitterly the humiliation of 
her defeat, her failure. 

Still, she was young and very much in love 
with her husband, and he was persuasive and 
full of penitence. So the little breach was 
bridged over, and Marion promised that if the 
old man showed any signs of wishing her to 



PUTTING ON THE TIME 69 

remain she would stay and do her best to win 
him over to eventual forgiveness. 

" But, mind you, it is only a forlorn hope, 
Laurie," she said, resting her head against his 
as they sat together. " He doesn't really like 
me, and if you get another nurse he will gladly 
see the last of me." 

" I don't think so ; and we cannot get another 
nurse," Laurence replied. "And, by the bye, 
dearest, I have arranged with Mrs. Mackay, the 
under-keeper's mother, to come up to the house 
and do what she can to relieve you. She won't 
be much good as a nurse, but she might sit up 
to-night while you get something like a night's 
rest." 

" Is she a nice, comfortable, middle-aged per- 
son?" Marion asked, with a smile. 

" I should say most uncomfortable, for she is 
just like a tub," Laurence replied. " But she is 
a capable, sensible woman, who will be of some 
help. We should have had her in before but that 
she was away from home, nursing a daughter." 

" Then my chance is over," said Marion. 

" On the contrary, the difference will be so 
marked that it is probably only just begun." 



CHAPTER VII 

A COMFORTABLE, MIDDLE-AGED PERSON 

" Dad," said Laurence Murgatroyd to his 
father when he first went into the old man's 
room after his interview with Marion, " I have 
seen Mrs. Mackay. She is coming up presently 
to lend a hand with you." 

"Eh?" 

" Yes. I hope she'll be comfortable and mid- 
dle-aged enough to satisfy you. I'm sure she's 
fat enough to please any one." 

" Mrs. Mackay H'm ! And pray why 

can't the lass do? She's stayed on and stayed 
on—" 

" Nurse Marion is only human, you know, 
dad. She really does want a night's rest now 
and again. I regularly jumped at the chance of 
getting Mrs. Mackay as soon as she came home. 
I thought you'd be immensely pleased." 

" I'll be immensely pleased when I've got quit 
of all these women-folk for good and all," 
growled John Murgatroyd. " However, the 
70 
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lass can go to bed, and thankful shall I be to 
have Mrs. Mackay in her stead." 

The under-keeper's mother arrived presently, 
a huge tub of a woman, not so tall in stature as 
huge in girth, with a bust like a feather bed. 
She had a round, red, shining face, radiant as 
the sun at noontide, and a pleasant enough voice 
to those who understood a real Scottish accent. 

" I wonder how long he will put up with that," 
murmured Marion to Laurence, as the " nice, 
comfortable, middle-aged woman" crossed the 
room with a footfall which made the floor ac- 
tually shake under her tread. " Not very long, 
I should say." 

But the night passed by, and, though John 
Murgatroyd suffered tortures, nobody but him- 
self was the wiser. In truth, he would rather 
have died than have let "the lass" know how 
much he missed her and how much he had to 
endure by reason of the change. He was very 
ill, and the sciatica, which remained persistently 
in one limb, gave him neither peace nor rest by 
day or night. Marion had given Mrs. Mackay 
the bottle of lotion and had told her how to use 
it; but her unskilled efforts were so terrible to 



y2 THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

the old man that he suffered the pain in silence 
rather than endure the double torture of her 
heavy hand upon the quivering limb. 

He was a strange old man. He had taken a 
violent and wholly unreasonable dislike to 
Marion, a dislike which almost amounted to a 
detestation, and he had never hesitated to give 
full and open expression to it, in utter disregard 
of her feelings and his welfare alike. Towards 
Mrs. Mackay, during the few days which fol- 
lowed her introduction into the establishment, 
his feelings were altogether different. He not 
only disliked her, he feared her. Not in a men- 
tal sense, for John Murgatroyd was afraid of 
nothing and nobody, but with an actual physi- 
cal, bodily fear. He grew to dread the quiver 
which her heavy footfall sent through his tor- 
tured limb; the touch of her hand upon the 
bedclothes; the very accents of her sing-song 
voice grated upon his ears, and her peaceful 
snores, when she sat down near the bed and, 
as she put it, " dropped off for a minute or two," 
were only less horrible to him than the short- 
ness of breath which the smallest exertion ac- 
centuated in her. Yet all this he bore in silence 



A MIDDLE-AGED PERSON 73 

rather than own up frankly that a " nice, com- 
fortable, middle-aged person" could be inferior 
to a " bit of a lass." The result was that, in- 
stead of improving by reason of the change, 
John Murgatroyd's health steadily grew worse, 
until he became so nervous and exhausted that 
the doctor was almost at his wits' end. Still, 
he never breathed a single word of the true 
state of affairs, and Mrs. Mackay continued in 
her office, quite unconscious but that she was 
the greatest help and comfort to the master. 

Marion, however was not so blind as the 
others about the sick man. She was quick to 
recognize by straws which way the stream 
flowed. She realized on the second morning 
that he had not allowed Mrs. Mackay to rub his 
leg. 

" How many times did you rub Mr. Murga- 
troyd's leg?" she asked, carelessly, holding the 
bottle up to the light. 

" I spiered o' the master ilka time if he wadna 
hae it dune," Mrs. Mackay made haste to reply. 
" But he wadna." 

" It doesn't hurt me — much," growled a 
voice from the bed. 
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" Wdl, that's a blessing, anyway," was 
Marion's cheerful remark. " All the same, Mr. 
Murgatroyd, I think we won't quite give up 
attending to it. You had better let me give it 
a good rubbing now." 

He said not a word against the suggestion, 
and some instinct told the girl that it had not 
been lack of pain which had prevented him from 
accepting Mrs. Mackay's attentions. 

She remained up herself that night, letting 
her helper stay with the sick man for a few 
hours in the evening. And, as she suspected, 
and aa is almost always the case, the pain in the 
leg was much worse than it had been during the 
day. 

" I shall not leave your father at night again," 
she said to Laurence : '^ that good, fat, * nice, 
comfortable, middle-aged person' is throwing 
him back by her elephantine attentions. She 
must come for a few hours in the evening; he 
is always at his best then. I can get quite 
enough rest to put me through the night com- 
fortably." 

" As you judge best, of course," said Lau- 
rence. 
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" I am sure that will be best You know, 
Laurie, I am no nearer to your goal yet, — ^no 
nearer than I was. He likes me no better than 
he did." 

" Oh, I think you are wrong there, dearest." 

" No," shaking her head. " Perhaps he does 
not openly hate me as he did, but that is all. 
Still, I do think he realizes that I know some- 
thing about nursing." 

" Of course he does. He has never mentioned 
*nice, comfortable, middle-aged persons' since 
Mrs. Mackay arrived on the scene. By the way, 
I shall have to go back to the regiment the day 
after to-morrow." 

"Will you really?" 

" Yes ; further leave is impossible just now. 
I may get a few days later on if the poor old dad 
should be worse. I shall not be surprised if you 
completely subjugate him as soon as I am gone; 
only, no larks, mind, — ^no setting your cap at 
your patient." 

" I shall do my best. But, oh, Laurie, joking 
apart, it will be dreadful when you are gone. 
He will miss you horribly, and he will be so diffi- 
cult to do for." 
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" I doubt it. He will be more dependent on 
you, and therefore more amenable. At all 
events, I cannot get any extension of leave, — 
not as things are with him at present. You may 
be sure that I shall do my best to get back again 
as soon as possible." 

" Have you told your father?" 

" Not yet. But I will presently," was Laurie's 
reply. 

It was, on the whole, as well that Laurence 
Murgatroyd happened to communicate the news 
of his impending departure to the old man when 
the two were alone. 

" What!" he exclaimed, '* you're going away? 
— ^you're going to leave me to — ^to that lass and 
the old woman? Then you'll soon have to get 
leave to come to my burying." 

Laurence Murgatroyd laughed. " Surely not 
so bad as that, sir?" he said, jokingly. "You 
are getting used to Nurse Marion, and — ^and 
Mrs. Mackay is a nice, comfortable, middle-aged 
person. What could you have better?" 

" H'm — Mrs. Mackay ! but there, no doubt 
she does her best ; but a poor best it is. How's 
Mrs. Robinson, — ^poor old soul?" 
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" Pretty bad, from what I can make out. She 
does not seem to shake off the illness as she 
ought to do." 

" Who's nursing her?" the old man asked, in 
an unwilling tone. 

He was like many other sick people, he hated 
being laid by the heels ; it was, in fact, a wholly 
distasteful- situation to him, but all the same he 
bitterly resented that any member of his en- 
tourage should have the audacity to fall sick 
when he had special need of his or her services. 
But, blunt and outspoken as he was, he would 
never put the idea into plain words. If he had 
spoken his mind at that moment, he would prob- 
ably have remarked that it was in the aggra- 
vating nature of womankind that Mrs. Robin- 
son should fall sick at the moment when there 
was the utmost need that she should remain 
well. 

" Who is nursing her?" he asked. 

"Nursing her?" repeated Laurence, lifting 
his eyebrows. " I don't think, sir, anybody gets 
nursed except yourself. Cook does a little, and 
the maids do a little, and Nurse Marion looks 
in whenever she can get away from your side. 
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If I could get a couple more nurses down I 
would, but it's not to be done; nurses are at a 
premium just now, and poor old Mrs. Robinson 
Ihas to suffer in consequence." 

" H'm. Why doesn't Mrs. Mackay help?" 

"Mrs. Mackay? Ah, you would think that 
such a nice, comfortable, middle-aged person 
would fill that crevice very nicely, wouldn't you? 
But Mrs. Robinson, unfortunately, has the same 
objection to her as yourself." 

" Objection? I never said I had any objec- 
tion." 

" No, not in plain words, sir, but you must 
think me a very blind bat if you suppose I can't 
see that that nice motherly Mrs. Mackay sets 
your teeth on edge every time she comes near 
you." 

" She's not much of a nurse," growled the old 
man, unwillingly. 

" No, I shouldn't think she was. Good, esti- 
mable woman, good wife, excellent mother, and 
all that, I have no doubt, but as a nurse — ^as a 
nurse I pin my faith to Nurse Marion; she 
knows her business. Indeed, Nannie told me 
yesterday that if it hadn't been for Nurse 
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Marion she'd have been in her grave days 
ago. 

" Oh, you have seen her?" 

" Oh, yes, I've seen her every day, of course." 

For a moment or two there was silence be- 
tween them, then the old man spoke again. " I 
wish, Laurie," he said, " that you hadn't to go 
away." 

" So do I. But you know, governor, you 
would make a gentleman of me ; you would have 
me go into the service, and the service don't be- 
lieve in sick relations." 

" But nobody can say that I'm not sick, — sick 
unto death." 

" Yes, I know ; but nothing would make our 
colonel believe it." 

" You could send a doctor's certificate." 

" I'm afraid, my dear old dad, that command- 
ing officers, in these decadent days, are proof 
against even doctors' certificates. Upon my 
soul, I don't believe that even the death certifi- 
cate itself would fetch him." 

" I don't know what you mean by decadent," 
said the old gentleman, with a growl. " I wish 
you wouldn't use your long dictionary words to 
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me ; downright bad form, I call it. Look here, 
you'd better send a wire to your colonel and say 
I am very ill and I cannot spare you." 

" My dear dad," said Laurence Murgatroyd, 
easily, yet in a tone which carried conviction 
with it, " I'm 'not so anxious to go back to the 
regiment but that I've tried every dodge for re- 
maining here. I've written twice to the colonel, 
and twice he's granted me a small extension of 
leave. I've quoted the doctor's opinion to him 
and asked for longer leave, and all the reply I 
got was that my leave was at an end on such a 
day. I'm afraid I'm like all the rest of them: 
I've invented relatives too often for him to be- 
lieve even in my own father." 

" I call it shameful of you," said the old gen- 
tleman, but there was a twinkle in his eye which 
belied his words. " Have you done anything 
else." 

" Yes," said his son, in a tone that was a little 
more short. " I sent him a wire this morning, 
and the reply I got was from the adjutant, say- 
ing, 'Further leave impossible.' So you see, 
dad, I must go back. I hate leaving you now. 
Don't," seeing that his father was about to 
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speak, — " don't make believe anything about my 
having been dull or anything of that kind; I 
have been nothing of the sort. I have been 
anxious about you,— deadly anxious; for you 
know," with a little break in his voice, "you 
know what I think about you ; and if it wasn't 
that I am leaving you in skilled hands, by Jove, 
I'd chuck the service straight away: yes, that 
I would ! But it seems a pity, when I'm so near 
my troop, and you're so proud of my unearned 
glory. But if you are a shade worse, dad, don't 
hesitate to wire for me. Unless the circum- 
stances were very exceptional, even a command- 
ing officer, worn out with his subalterns' sick 
relatives, would scarcely be so hard-hearted as 
to refuse a wire which was distinctly genuine; 
besides, if necessary, you could get the doctor to 
doit." 

"I'll bear it in mind, I'll bear it in mind, 
Laurie," said the old man. 



CHAPTER VIII 

LAURENCE MURGATROYD'S LAST WORD 

John Murgatroyd said nothing more to his 
son when he had acquiesced in his leaving home 
again on the following day; indeed, the conver- 
sation had ended in the old man's dropping 
asleep, and Laurence Murgatroyd slipped out of 
the room into the dressing-room adjoining, 
where he found Marion, who had just come 
from her own room after her day's sleep. 

"Well, have you told him?" she asked, 
eagerly. " I didn't come in, because I heard you 
talking; I heard that you were there. What did 
he say?" 

" Oh, yes, I told him. He's not very pleased 
at my going; he seems to think that you are 
bound to set your cap at him if you are left here 
alone. But mark my words, Marion, the worst 
is over. He didn't make half such a fuss about 
being left as he would have done if he were 
still hating you as much as he did in the begin- 
ning." 
82 
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She stood with her foot upon the fender, 
looking thoughtfully into the fire. " He doesn't 
hate me as he did," she said : " he only dislikes 
me. He has got over the worst of it, as you say ; 
but I don't think he will end by feeling anything 
better for me than mere tolerance." 

" I don't want him to fall in love with you," 
said Laurence Murgatroyd, smiling. 

The old man was distinctly better that day, 
stronger, less quarrelsome, more reasonable, and 
his son began, with that easiness which is char- 
acteristic of human beings, particularly of the 
stronger sex, to fancy that what he wished was 
an accomplished fact, to flatter himself that his 
father had seen the folly of trying to arrange a 
marriage for him, and that, even supposing he 
was not willing to accept Nurse Marion as his 
daughter-in-law, he would at least abandon 
further efforts to lead his son into the bonds of 
holy matrimony. He had, however, reckoned 
without his host. The character which John 
Murgatroyd had earned among his fellows of 
being one of the most steadfast men that had 
ever drawn the breath of heaven was not with- 
out some traces of obstinacy. There is but a 
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very fine line drawn between the two charac- 
teristics, and in the nature of John Murg^troyd 
it would have puzzled a stronger head than any 
at that time to be found in Murgatroyd Park to 
distinguish clearly where steadfastness went out 
and obstinacy came in. 

So when Laurie, secure in the feeling that all 
things were working together for good, went to 
take leave of his father, he was considerably 
startled when the old man put a leading question 
to him. 

" Oh, youVe come to say good-by, have you?" 
was his almost ungrateful remark. " So you've 
made up your mind not to stay with the old man 
any longer?" 

" Now, dad, you know it's not that," said 
Laurence, reproachfully. 

"Ah, you say not, you say not. Send yon 
lass out of the room: I want to speak to you 
privately." 

His son looked towards Nurse Marion, and 
that young lady disappeared with so much 
promptitude that even the old gentleman could 
not find occasion for grumbling. 

" Well, dad, what is it?" he asked. 
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" It is just this, Laurie. You never gave me 
an answer about that girl." 

"What girl r 

" Why, Potter's daughter." 

" Oh, Potter's daughter,— Miss Potter," said 
Laurie, comprehensively. "What about her, 
dad?" 

" What about her?" The old man peered up 
at him from among his many pillows, with a 
look which seemed to say, "Don't you really 
know, or are you trying to fool me?" " What 
about her? Well, are you going to marry her, 
or aren't you?" 

" I am certainly not going to marry Miss 
Potter," said Laurence, in a very blank voice. 
"Did she tell you we were engaged? I hope 
not." 

" No, sir, she did not tell me you were en- 
gaged; she did not mention you one way 
or the other; but she has got fifty thousand 
pounds in her own right, and she is a fine up- 
standing wench, and I think she would suit you 
very well." 

"Oh, do you?" said Laurence, delicately 
scratching his head with the tip of his third fin- 
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ger. "You think she'd suit me, do you, dad? 
Do you think she'd have me?" 

" Do I think she'd have you? She'd jump at 
you; I know that perfectly well." 

" Oh, do you! Well, I shouldn't like to be 
refused." 

"You'll not be refused; I have reason to 
know that." 

"Oh, have you? Evidently she's been con- 
fiding in you, dad." 

" I didn't say so," growled the old man. 

" Oh, well, no, perhaps you didn't actually 
say so — ^no ; but, let me see. Miss Potter, — ^Miss 

Potter ^By the bye, how should you like to 

marry Potter's girl yourself, dad?" 

" I don't want to marry anybody. How 
could an old hulk like me marry any one?" 

" Because I was going to suggest that you 
should marry her yourself." 

"I don't want to marry any one," said the 
old man. 

" Neither do I," said his son, in a bland and 
confidential tone. " I don't think, dad, I could 
marry any one, least of all Miss Potter. I 
know that she has fifty thousand pounds, and. 



LAURENCE'S LAST WORD 87 

as you say, she's a fine, upstanding wench, but 
marry her " 

"Stuff and nonsense!" John Murgatroyd 
growled. 

"Yes? Well, we had better think it over, 
eh? I haven't been troubling myself about 
marrying and all that sort of thing lately. 
Don't you think we might put it off until you 
get more like yourself again?" 

"No," said John Murgatroyd, "I don't. 
There's no time like the present." 

" Well, but I am going back to the regiment ; 
I have no time to see Miss Potter and ingratiate 
myself with her. I couldn't ask her cold-blood- 
edly, without getting to like her a little first." 

The old man tried to raise himself into an 
upright position, but the sudden movement 
caused him such a thrill of agony through his 
tortured limb that he fell back on his pillows 
with a groan. 

" Laurence," he said, " I am very ill, but I'm 
no fool. You are trjring to make me one this 
minute." 

"No, dad," said Laurence; "the boot is on 
the other leg. It is you who are trying to fool 
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me, when you gravely suggest, almost with 
vigor, that I shall sell myself to Miss Potter for 
fifty thousand pounds and the rest. I would do 
a good deal to oblige you, dad, short of marry- 
ing somebody I don't like; that I would not do. 
Let us put an end to this game of cross-purposes, 
of cross-questions and crooked answers. You 
can't seriously mean that I shall sell myself to 
Miss Potter? You don't seriously mean that 
you would like Miss Potter to be the mistress 
of Murgatroyd ? What is fifty thousand pounds 
to you ? You are worth millions." 

" How do you know that?" 

" How do I know it ? I don't know it ; I only 
guess it; but I'm certain that fifty thousand 
pounds to you is a mere flea-bite. Why should 
you be so mercenary as to set a few pounds 
against your son's happiness? I grant you, dad, 
I've been a fool in the past, I'v^ gone the pace 
like all other fellows, and perhaps a little harder. 
There's no disgrace in it, only folly; but if I 
sold myself to a woman I didn't care for, a 
woman I wouldn't marry if she had nothing, I 
should be something more than a fool ; I should 
be a knave then. Come now, dad, we've been 
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through a dark time together, you and I ; don't 
ask .me to do this horrible thing. It's bad 
enough to go away and leave you ill like this, 
when I would much rather stay; but to feel that 
I'm going away leaving you lying here planning 
out what would be a degradation and a penance 
to me for all the rest of my life is horrible, dad, 
— ^horrible. Don't do it, sir. You wouldn't if 
you knew what it costs me to say ' no,' to refuse 
you anything." 

The old man looked hard at his son. " I be- 
lieve," he said at last, "that you've got other 
views for yourself, other fish to fry. There's 
some little slip of a lass without a penny that 
has put all these superfine thoughts into your 
head ; they never came there of their own initia- 
tive." 

" Nay, dad, give me credit for a little that is 
honorable and upright." 

"Laurence Murgatroyd," said the old man, 
" did ever you know me go back from my word ? 
Did ever you know me break my bond, go 
against my pledge ?" 

" Never," said Laurence. 

"Well, then, I have sworn that you shall 
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marry a wife with money, and I will keep my 
word, whatever it costs me. Money you've 
wasted, money you shall bring into the Murga- 
troyd estate, or the Murgatroyd estate you shall 
never haqdle. Once for all, will you do it, or 
won't you ?" 

"Once for all," said Laurence Murgatroyd, 
" I will not marry any woman that I don't love. 
I am no fool, though I may have sometimes acted 
like one. I wouldn't have despised a wife be- 
cause she had money, not a bit of it, but Mary 
Potter shall never be my wife. Once for all, I 
answer you on that score. And now, if I am 
to catch my train, I must leave you. Dad," he 
said, with an anxious break in his voice, " don't 
send me away in anger. No money, no woman, 
can be worth that." 

" Is that your last word ?" asked the old man. 

" Yes, it is my last word." 

" I will not give you mine," said John Mur- 
gatroyd ; " I will not give you mine. I'll not 
part in open anger. I will give you another 
chance; I will write it. Yes, before another 
forty-eight hours are gone by I will write you 
my last word down, and from that word I will 
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never go, so long as there is a God in heaven 
above us. Then I may take it it is not to be 
Mary Potter?" 

" It cannot be Mary Potter," said Laurence. 

" Then there is another? Well, we will settle 
it once for all; we won't quarrel about it; and 
when I'm dead and gone you shall know what 
my last word was on the subject, and till then we 
will let everything slide, we will remain as we 
are. But mark my words, Laurence Murga- 
troyd, when once I have put pen to paper there 
shall be no change, no turning back; yea shall 
be yea, and nay, nay; and some day you may be 
sorry that you defied me." 



CHAPTER IX 

MAKING WAY 

When Laurence Murgatroyd at last left his 
father's room he had but time for a hurried word 
to Marion as he passed through the dressing- 
room. 

" For heaven's sake, dearest," he whispered, 
" do your best to smooth him down. He's on 
the old tack again, that I must ma^rry money. 
If he's extra crotchety with you, be patient with 
him. Everything hangs upon your getting 
round him." 

" Of course I'll do my best, Laurie," she said, 
in rather a frightened tone; "but you know, 
dear, if I venture to do much battle for you he 
will suspect at once." 

" No, no, I don't mean that ; but if he is upset 
and irritable and " 

" Oh, I'll let him work the steam off upon me 

as much as he likes. You know, Laurie, he is 

very much upset at your having to go back to the 

regiment, and it's not to be wondered at. But 
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don't worry. Write to me as often as you 
can, — every day, if you can manage it, — and 
come back as soon as you can possibly get 
leave." 

" Yes, dearest, I will certainly do that. I hate 
to leave you here alone, but I am leaving every- 
thing in your hands. Good-by, my love, good- 
by." 

As the sound of departing wheels died away 
down the avenue, Marion heard the old man call- 
ing her from the adjoining room. She went in 
with her calmest and most professional face and 
with a studied cheerfulness of manner which 
would have disarmed all suspicions, if he had 
possessed them, — which he did not. In her 
hand she carried a small covered cup. " Now, 
Mr. Murgatroyd," she said, pleasantly, " it is 
time for your chicken broth, and I believe it is 
extra good to-day." 

" I don't care whether it is good or not, I don't 
want it," he replied, ungraciously. 

" Oh, but you mustn't let your strength get 
down now that Mr. Laurence is gone : you must 
try to eat everything that I bring you, and this 
is such good chicken broth." 
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" I tell you I don't want it," he said, in a 
louder key. 

" I know you don't want it," she replied ; " it 
is not a question of what you want, Mr. Murga- 
troyd, it is a question of what you have got to 
take." 

" And who says must to me?" 

" Well, I do," she said, coolly. " If you don't 
take your chicken broth, and your beef tea, and 
your medicine, and everything else that your 
doctor orders you, I shall get into trouble ; and 
I am sure you are much too just to wish me to 
get into trouble with the doctor because you 
wouldn't do anything that I asked you to do." 

" I don't want it," he said, crossly. 

" No, I know you don't want it, and I know 
how horrid it is having to do things that you 
don't want to do ; but you will not get well and 
shake off this illness unless you take this and 
things like it. Come, Mr. Murgatroyd, you 
could have disposed of it by this time." 

He lay still for a minute or two, looking past 
her through the window at the winter landscape. 

" Is it strengthening?" 

" Oh, yes, most strengthening." 
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" Well, I will take it, since you say that of it. 
I want all my strength. I want to get strong 
and well as I used to be. Yes, Til take it. And 
when it is gone, I want you to sit down at the 
table there and write a letter for me." 

He was too weak and suffering to feed him- 
self, and she, with skilled and practised hands, 
administered the savory liquid to him as she 
would have administered milk to a little child. 

" There, now," she said, when she came to the 
last spoonful, " it was not so bad. You said you 
wanted me to write a letter for you?" 

" Yes." 

She carried the cup away, and then seated her- 
self at the table, which stood not far from him. 
"Will you dictate to me, or will you tell me 
what kind of a letter you want written?" 

"I will dictate. 'Dear Sir,— Will you be 
good enough to come over to see me here im- 
mediately on receipt of this ? I am exceedingly 
ill, apd wish to set my affairs in final order with- 
out delay. Circumstances have arisen which 
make it imperative for me to make a fresh will, 
and I shall be glad for you to take my instruc- 
tions as soon as possible/ " 
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" You will sign it?" said Nurse Marion. " Or 
shall I do it for you?" 

" I will sign it myself," he replied. 

So she carried the blotting-paper and the pen 
to^the bedside, and he appended to her letter a 
very feeble and shaky-looking signature. Still, 
it was his own. He told her his lawyer's name 
and address, and bade her see that the letter was 
sent off without a moment's delay. She did his 
bidding, with the feeling of one who was sign- 
ing her own death-warrant. He gave her no 
hint of his intentions, but lay brooding and un- 
mistakably suffering during the rest of the day. 

As soon as lunch was over, she went, as was 
her custom, to bed, leaving Mr. Murgatroyd in 
charge of the robust and rubicund Mrs. Mackay ; 
yet when at night she resumed her post she saw 
that the cloud was not lifted from his face. Still, 
she argued, it was possible that it was merely 
the pang of parting, while so very ill, from his 
son, and, being herself also very sad at heart 
from the same cause, she was particularly tender 
and sympathetic to him. 

" What made you groan like that?" she said, 
suddenly, as he moved uneasily in the bed. 
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" It was nothing, — 3, mere twinge," he replied. 

" A twinge ? In your leg ? Oh, don't say that 
you're going to have the pain back again. When 
did it come on? when did you first feel it?" 

" Some time this afternoon," he returned, un- 
willingly. 

" Oh, dear, dear I" she said, as she came back 
with the bottle of liniment in her hand. " How 
many times have you had it rubbed ?" 

" I haven't had it rubbed at all." 

"Mr. Murgatroyd!" 

He shifted uneasily under her reproachful 
gaze. " Well," he said at last, in a defiant tone, 
" she's a decent body, but she doesn't understand 
rubbing my leg. She's heavy-handed. I've 
heard women-folk say that pastry-making is a 
gift; well, rubbing is another gift. You've got 
it, and she hasn't." 

"Then why," said Nurse Marion, very se- 
verely, " why could you not send for me and let 
me come down and do it for you?" 

" Oh, I didn't want to break your rest." 

" Break my rest ! What's my rest to me 
against my patient's getting better and getting 
rid of me?" 

7 
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He shifted still more uneasily. " Oh, as ta 
getting rid of you," he said, " I suppose we are 
all anxious to get rid of our nurses, because it 
means getting rid of our illness." 

" And sometimes for other reasons than that," 
said she. 

She felt that she was making way, and, in 
spite of the ominous note that she had written 
earlier in the day, her heart went up by leaps and 
bounds. 

" Oh, you needn't throw it at me," he said, 
still more ungraciously. 

" Nay," said she, " I am too happy to have 
made myself useful to you to cavil at anything; 
but another time, if you want me in the day — 
that is to say, when I am asleep— don't hesitate 
to send for me. I am young and strong, and 
we nurses are accustomed to falling asleep the 
moment we lay our heads upon our pillows. It 
is no trial to me to come down for a little time 
from my sleep; indeed, to be quite candid and 
to speak selfishly, it would be less trouble to do 
that than to have all this extra pain to fight 
against when I do come down. So you see I was 
speaking at least one for myself, if two for you." 
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For some minutes John Murgatroyd lay silent, 
then at last he burst out, as it were, with a re- 
mark which, coming from him, conveyed as 
much as volumes would have done from any 
other man. " Eh, but there's real grit in you," 
he said. " I miscalled you when you first came, 
you seemed such a bit of a lass." 

" Thank you, Mr. Murgatroyd," she said, very 
quietly. 

So, after all, Laurence had been right; she 
had got over the worst, although at that moment 
she did not seem to be much nearer to the object 
with which she came into the house. Mr. Mur- 
gatroyd was distinctly worse, in greater pain, 
in greater restlessness. He scarcely slept at all 
throughout that long night, and when the morn- 
ing came he told her, as gruffly as ever he had 
spoken to her in his life, that she was not to 
leave him, that he had need of her, and that if 
she stayed up during the whole of the day he 
would put up with Mrs. Mackay at night. 

'* No," said she, " I shall not leave you with 
Mrs. Mackay at night: you are never so well 
when I come down again. Mind," she added, 
quickly, and with her finger lifted to give im- 
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press to her words, " mind, I have not a word 
to say against her: she is a good, kind, 
motherly, well-meaning woman, and I would go 
to her if I were in trouble before many others 
that I know of: her only fault is that she has 
not been properly trained in nursing. I know 
you thought when you first saw me that I was 
very young — ^very young indeed — ^to be your 
nurse; but, Mr. Murgatroyd, youth has nothing 
to do with it; one needs a natural aptitude and 
a great deal of training. You don't choose your 
head gardener because he is old and fat, you 
choose him for what he knows; and, as you 
were telling me only the other day, your gar- 
dener has won more first prizes in orchids than 
all the other head gardeners in the county : that 
is only because he learned his trade properly un- 
der a first-class master. I learned mine under 
the greatest physicians and surgeons of the day. 
The result is the same. I will stay with you as 
long as you want me, and then, when you -can 
comfortably let me go, I will get as much sleep 
as I can to carry us through the night." 



CHAPTER X 

ANOTHER LAST WILL 

John Murgatroyd had been settled for the 
day, and his doctor had come and gone, when 
the clock struck eleven. 

" Is that a carriage coming up the avenue?" 
he asked, suddenly. 

Nurse Marion went to the window. " Yes, 
there is a carriage coming up the avenue," she 
said, quietly; " a brougham." 

" Then that is Blenkinsop. I am glad he has 
come so soon, for I have no time to lose. You 
told them to show him straight up-stairs, didn't 
you?" 

" I did, Mr. Murgatroyd." 

A few minutes later the door was opened, and 
Mr. Murgatroyd's solicitor was ushered into the 
room. He was a tall, dignified old gentleman, 
thin and spare of figure, and clean-shaven and 
astute as to countenance. 

"My dear sir," he said, coming to the bedside 

lOI 
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and holding out his hand, " I am sorry to find 
you still so ill." 

" Yes, I'm very ill, Blenkinsop," said John 
Murgatroyd, uncompromisingly ; " I'm very ill 
indeed. I don't think I shall get over this 
bout." 

" Oh, nonsense, nonsense ! My way, you 
know, takes me among a good many sick people, 
but you don't look to me as if you were done 
for, not by any means." 

The lawyer was still holding the invalid's 
hand, and shaking it gently with a protective 
air, which he had in the past found extremely 
effective. 

" Well, of course," said John Murgatroyd, 
"you don't know how I feel, and I feel very 
bad. At all events, I want to make a new will." 

" Oh, a new will. Do you? Why? Are you 
not satisfied with the last one you made ? I am 
sure it seemed to me very fair and equable under 
the circumstances. Perhaps you want to leave 
your son Geoffrey " 

" I don't want to leave my son Geoffrey any- 
thing different from what I did," said the old 
man. " Nurse, you needn't go." 
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"I would rather go, Mr. Murgatroyd," said 
she, quietly. 

"Would you? Well, I would rather you 
didn't. You just stay where you are, young 
woman. — Blenkinsop, that bit of a lass yonder 
is the very pest of my life, — ^the very pest and 
plague of my life. It's she will and she won't 
all day long: I'm sick of it." 

" Mr. Murgatroyd is very sick of me," said 
Nurse Marion, looking at the lawyer, " so per- 
haps Mr. Blenkinsop will call me when you want 
me." 

"Mr. Blenkinsop won't do an)rthing of the 
kind," said John Murgatroyd. " Sit you down, 
sit you down, and don't you speak a word until 
I speak to you again. — ^The very pest of my life, 
Blenkinsop; but, more's the pity, I can't get 
on without her." 
" Please let me go," said Marion. 
" I shall do nothing of the kind. Sit stHl ; I 
may want you. You've been pestering me with 
your attentions for days and days, and now that 
I want you you can't stop in the room. Sit you 
down." 
Thus adjured, the girl had no course open to 
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her but to sit down on her chair again and \C^ 
busy herself as best she could with a fragment* 
of needlework. It was eminently distasteful to^^ 
an honorable nature like hers to sit there listen-^ — 
ing to matters in which she was supposed to take ^ 
no interest, but which in truth interested her ' 
more than any others in the world. However, 
she knew her patient well enough to know that 
further resistance would be useless, and that 
she would only do more harm than good by 
opposing his will. Mr. Blenkinsop crossed one 
leg over the other and looked at his client in ex- 
pectant silence. 

" I am going to make a new will," said the old 
man. " The last one is no good. It is all right 
so far as Geoffrey is concerned. Geoffrey is a 
thoroughgoing bad lot, as bad a hat as ever I 
knew in my life. Where his badness comes from 
the Lord only knows; his mother was as good 
as gold. I may be hard, but if I am hard I have 
always been just; I may be pig-headed, and I 
may have flattered myself that my pig-headed- 
ness was firmness, but I have never been bad. 
Go from one end of the county to the other, and 
you will find the name of John Murgatroyd and 
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tlie words ' square man' mean the same thing. 
My word is my bond, and always has been, and 
how a son of mine comes to be the dishonorable 
blackguard that my son Geoffrey is, the Lord 
above only knows. However, four hundred 
pounds a year I left Geoffrey in my last will, 
four hundred pounds a year paid quarterly in 
advance as long as he lives, and that is my last 
word concerning Geoffrey, — ^my very last word. 
It is not about him I want to think ; I have seen 
my last of him ; bad he is, and always was. He 
was a bad baby : Til be bound to say that Geof- 
frey got his teeth with more screaming-fits than 
any child that was ever born." 

" Then," said the lawyer, in his cold and de- 
liberate voice, " it must be the greater comfort 
to you, my dear sir, to think that your elder son 
is so thoroughly what the heart of any man and 
father could desire." 

"That's just it; he isn't." 

" Eh?" in a tone of intense surprise. " Why, 
my dear Mr. Murgatroyd, I thought that your 
son Laurence was such an exceptionally good 
fellow. I have always understood so." 

" In the sense in which you mean it my son 
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Laurence is good enough/' said the old man, 
" but cursed obstinate, sir, cursed obstinate." 

" It seems to me," said the lawyer, taking out 
his snuff-box and helping himself with calm de- 
liberation, " that you ought to be very lenient to 
that fault. Has Laurence ever gone against 
you?" 

" Yes, sir," the old man flashed out, " my son 
Laurence has gone dead against me, and is going 
dead against me. I don't say that he's not an 
affectionate son, I don't say that he's not a 
credit to me ; he's both ; it's dad here and dad 
there, wait on me hand and foot, and never 
seems to care a hang though I should live for- 
ever ; but the one thing I want of him he won't 
do for me." 

" Ah ! And, if it's a fair question, what is 
that?" 

" He won't marry." 

" Oh, is that all ? Well, he's young ; you 
must give him time." 

" I dare say; but I want to see him married 
and settled. I want to know who's going to be 
the mistress of Murgatroyd Park. Yes, I know 
all that you would say, Blenkinsop, — ^that I 
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ought to be thinking of other things, and that it 
won't matter to me when I'm gone who is the 
mistress of Murgatroyd Park or whether Mur- 
gatroyd Park has a mistress or not. I dare say 
I ought. But I don't want to think about other 
things ; I've made my bed, and I am content to 
lie upon it, — ^both my worldly and my spiritual 
bed. I don't believe in whitewashing your soul 
at the last minute; they that do it are they that 
have most need of the whitewash ; I have none. 
I have lived all my life a square man, and I'll 
die what I have lived. I want to know who is 
coming after me. It does matter to me." 

" But you can't force the boy to marry to 
please you," urged the lawyer, resting his elbows 
on the arms of his chair and putting the tips of 
his fingers together in a truly professional at- 
titude. 

** I do urge it," thundered the old man. " I 
tell you, sir," banging his fists down upon the 
bedclothes, "that I have trotted out girl after 
girl for my son's edification, and only got 
laughed at for my pains. There was — oh, well, 
I had better not mention names, even to you — 
there was one girl worth a couple of hundred 
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thousand pounds, as nice a girl as ever stepped 
in shoe-leather. What do you think his objec- 
tion was to her? She squinted! He wouldn't 
look at her. The next lass only had a matter of 
thirty thousand pounds to her fortune, and she 
was as pretty-looking a girl as ever I saw, — ^nice, 
plump little thing. I'd have married her myself 
for half a word." 

"And what objection did Laurence find to 
her?" asked the lawyer. 

" Oh, he said her hair was red ! Then there 
was another with something like eighty thou- 
sand, and all the fault he could find with her was 
that she didn't say her /t's properly !" 

" In short, Laurence was not in love with any 
of them." 

" Love !" said the old man, contemptuously. 
" Can't you love one woman as much as 
another?" 

" No," said the lawyer, " I don't think you 
can. 

" What do you know about it?" growled the 
patient. " You've never been married." 

" No, I haven't," returned the lawyer, 
promptly, " but if one woman would have done 
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as well as another I should have been. Come, 
come, Mr. Murgatroyd, you've got a fine young 
fellow for your heir, honest and straight and 
true, everything that a father's heart could most 
wish for: don't spoil it by worrying about his 
marriage." 

" I will worry about his marriage !" thundered 
John Murgatroyd. " I didn't ask you to come 
here for your advice, Blenkinsop, but to take 
my instructions for a new will. If you can't 
take those instructions I'll send for a lawyer who 
can." 

"Tut, tut, tut! hoity-toity!" exclaimed Mr. 
Blenkinsop. " What ! are you going to quarrel 
with me, your friend of forty years' standing, 
my dear sir ?" 

" Will you take my instructions ?" roared the 
old man. 

" Certainly I will take your instructions ; but 
it is my duty as your lawyer and as your friend 
to point out where I think you may be somewhat 
warped in your judgment." 

" Put down all that blithering rubbish as to 
my mind being sound," John Murgatroyd went 
on, disdaining to notice further the lawyer's 
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words : " put it down, and draw up the will in 
this wise : ' To my son Geoffrey I leave for life 
four hundred pounds a year, to be paid quar- 
terly in advance under the same conditions and 
trusts and so on as the last will I made. To my 
son Laurence I leave everything of which I die 
possessed, on one condition — ^that within two 
years of my death he is married to a lady with 
not less than twenty thousand pounds to her 
own fortune. Within two years. During the 
two years he is to have the income of all my 
property; at the end of two years from my 
death, if he is not married in accordance with 
my wish, let everything, every farthing of my 
real and personal estate, be divided between the 
County Hospital at Burghley and the Asylum 
for Idiots.' " 

The lawyer leaned forward with his elbows 
upon his knees. " And, if I remember rightly, 
your last will provided certain legacies for your 
servants, laborers, and so on." 

" Let that all stand as it was : I can't better 
that," said John Murgatroyd, " except that you 
can put in yon lassie's name for one hundred 
pounds." 
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" Does that mean me, Mr. Murgatroyd ?" said 
Nurse Marion, looking up. 

" Ay." 

" I am very sorry, — ^it is most kind of you, — 
but I cannot take it." 

"And why not?" 

" Because I cannot." 

" Will not, you mean." 

" Will not, if you put it so." 

"Why?" 

" I don't think that I need state my reason." 

" I wish to know it." 

She rose from her chair and poured out a little 
water into a glass, afterwards dropping into it 
a certain quantity of colorless medicine. " You 
are exciting yourself very much by this busi- 
ness," she said, reproachfully, as she held the 
glass to his lips. 

John Murgatroyd took it and drained its con- 
tents without a word. 

" Why won't you take my bit of a legacy?" 
he asked. " What's your reason?" 

" Because," she said, eying him boldly, yet 
without any offensiveness or defiance in her tone, 
" because sitting here I have heard every word 
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that you have uttered. The will you are about 
to make is not a just will, and I should not care 
to accept a legacy from you." 

" You will take that legacy, and you will sign 
that will," put in John Murgatroyd. 

" That is impossible," put in the lawyer : " no- 
body who benefits under the will can witness 
your signature." 

" Then," said John Murgatroyd, looking at 
neither lawyer nor nurse, but straight in front 
of him, " then you can leave out the lassie's 
name, and she shall sign it." 



CHAPTER XI 

POINT-BLANK REFUSAL 

Full of most righteous indignation, Nurse 
Marion wrote to her husband a detailed account 
of the latest development of affairs at Murga- 
troyd Park. 

" Of course he does not know," she said, " he 

does not realize the exquisite refinement of 

cruelty which the situation affords me. There 

had I to sit listening to these details of the will 

by which you are to be done out of your rightful 

inheritance, — the inheritance which you have 

done nothing legitimately to forfeit, — and I am 

to put the coping-stone upon this deed of cruelty 

by signing the will which will deprive you of 

your rights. My dear boy, if we were to read it 

in a book we should say that such a situation was 

too improbable and too preposterous to be true, 

and yet it is, alas! true enough, — ^too true. I 

see no prospect before us but one of hopeless 

ruin for you because you married me." 

8 113 
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In reply to this letter, Laurence Murgatroyd 
wrote back in a very hopeful strain. 

" My dear child," he said, " pray do not dis- 
tress yourself about this new freak of my 
father's. He is rather fond of making wills, — 
I have known him make quite a dozen, — ^and, 
after all, even supposing that this one stands, 
things would not be so bad as you imagine. 
He gives me two years to find this heiress, and 
he gives me the whole of his income during that 
time. My father is very rich, much richer than 
Murgatroyd Park would lead you to suppose: 
if we have to give it up in the end we shall not 
be destitute. On the whole, your letter has put 
me into excellent spirits, for you might have 
had much worse news to send me. I am not 
sure, indeed, that I have not an inkling that a 
scheme might be arranged by which we could 
comply with his conditions. At all events, 
although I may have been very anxious, so 
that I was almost brutal to you, never think, 
if the worst comes to the worst, that I should 
grudge our marriage or in any way visit my 
reverses upon you. After all, in that case, it is 
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you who have the right to cry out upon me, 
though I know your generosity too well to fear 
that." 

It is almost impossible to describe how en- 
tirely that letter comforted the girl. So far as 
she was concerned, poverty had little or no 
terror for her; she had never known what it 
was to be rich, and her only dread of spending 
the rest of her life with a due consideration for 
ways and means was that Laurence might in 
time come to regard her as the destroyer of his 
worldly prospects rather than as the arbiter of 
his happiness. 

The peace in her heart communicated itself 
to her whole atmosphere. In voice, manner, 
looks, she was changed from the indignant girl 
who had boldly spoken up against what she be- 
lieved to be an injustice. 

" You are mighty cheerful this morning," 
said John Murgatroyd to her on the third day 
after the visit of Mr. Blenkinsop. 

" Yes, I feel cheerful," was the reply. 

" And what have you had to make you feel 
cheerful? I have been more disagreeable than 
usual," 
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" Yes, you've been very trying," said she, 
promptly, 

" I have had enough to try me." 

" Most of us have enough to try us," said she, 
quietly. 

" I dare say we have. We don't feel other 
people's annoyances. You don't feel mine, or 
you wouldn't be so cheerful this morning." 

" I don't consider that you have any annoy- 
ances, beyond your illness." 

" Oh, don't you? Well, I do. I had a letter 
from Laurence this morning; he can't get 
leave." 

"Is that so?" 

" He could get leave if he liked." 

" I doubt it," said she. 

" You nursed him?" 

" Yes." 

" And he was very ill?" 

"Yes, he was very ill. It was one of the 
nearest shaves I ever pulled through." 

For a minute or two the old man lay silent. 
" Did you see anything to lead you to suspect 
that my son was— er — ^was— er — ^attached to 
any one?" 
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" I nursed your son, Mr. Murgatroyd/' said 
Nurse Marion, coolly, "but if you wish to 
know whether I read his private letters during 
that time I can only tell you that I did not." 

" But — well — did any ladies come to see 
him?" He was not the least abashed by her 
implied rebuke. 

" Yes, lots of ladies came to see him." 

"Oh, they did, did they? Who?" 

" His colonel's wife, for one, and several of 
the other married ladies." 

" I didn't mean married ladies; I meant girls, 
— such as he would be likely to marry — ^to be in 
love with." 

" I didn't see any." 

" You do not think there is any affair on 
with any of the others?" 

" If you mean to ask whether I thought your 
son was in love with any of the married ladies 
who came to see him when he was ill, I did 
not, Mr. Murgatroyd. Sometimes they came 
with their husbands, sometimes without, but I 
was always there." 

"You never left him?" 

" No." 
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" I see. Were you the only nurse?" 

" Oh, no : it was much too serious a case fo^^^ 
one nurse to manage single-handed." 

"Ah! Then you don't think my son is at-^^" 
tached to anybody." 

"As to that," said Nurse Marion, very-^^^T^ 
quietly, " I should be sorry to say one way or^^ 
another. If he is, he would be the person who ^^^ 
could best tell you." 

" Yes, but I am not going to ask him." 

" If he is," Nurse Marion went on, " and it is ^ 
some one without money, the will that you are ^^ 
making will either ruin their happiness or plunge ^^ 
them for the rest of their lives into comparative 
poverty. It was because I felt this that I ob- ^ 

jected to signing it." 

" But you will sign it ?" 

" I would prefer not to do so. It can make no 
difference to you whether the will is signed by 
me or by another." 

" It makes all the difference in the world," 
said John Murgatroyd. "And you will sign 
that will. The doctor will be the other witness. 
With doctor and nurse as witnesses, nobody 
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would dare to call in question the state of my 
mind." 

"I see," said she, thoughtfully. "So Dr. 
Jcllicoe and I are to set the seal of our profes- 
sional knowledge upon this act of injustice. I 
don't think, Mr. Murgatroyd, that that is using 
cither of us in a fair way. I came here, by your 
son's wish, to do my best to pull you through a 
very serious illness ; I am pulling you through 
it ; you will not die this time. Don't you think 
you are making me do him a very ill turn when 
you insist upon my signing this document?" 

" No," he said, " I don't think that it can 
matter to you one way or another. My son has 
two courses open to him." 
" Hobson's choice," she put in. 
" Perhaps so, but there is a choice, and he 
must follow which line he pleases." 

It was early the following morning that Mr. 
Blenkinsop arrived at Murgatroyd Park, bring- 
ing with him the completed will, — completed, 
that is to say, so far as it was entirely ready for 
attestation. 

" Read it over to me," said John Murgatroyd, 
authoritatively. 
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'' It is precisely in accordance with your in- 
structions," said Mr. Blenkinsop. 

" I have no doubt of that, but read it to me. 
I know your time is precious, doctor; you 
needn't shuffle in your chair. I want you to 
hear that will read before I sign it ; I don't want 
to have any dispute, after I am gone, about the 
state of my mind." 

" My dear sir," said the doctor, " your mind 
is as clear at this moment as it has ever been in 
your life; if an)rthing, it is too clear. I am 
quite willing to sign the will without hearing it 
read, and nobody, I take it, will venture, in the 
face of my signature, to question your sanity." 

John Murgatroyd, however, insisted upon his 
waiting, and the impatient doctor, with whom 
time was money, was compelled to sit with what 
show of patience he could while Mr. Blenkinsop 
slowly and impressively read out the formal and 
ambiguously worded clauses which would help 
to make Laurence Murgatroyd practically a beg- 
gar. When he came to the end of the reading 
his voice died away into silence. It was John 
Murgatroyd who broke it. 

" Well?" he said, impatiently. He looked at 
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nobody in particular, and n9body answered him. 
"Well?" he said, again. 

" To whom are you speaking?" said the doc- 
tor. 

" That is my will," said Mr. Murgatroyd. 

" Well, my dear sir, then the sooner you put 
your name to it and let me go away to see my 
other patients, the better." 

" And you have no doubt of my sanity?" said 
John Murgatroyd. 

" No, I have no doubt of your sanity," said 
the doctor, brusquely. " I had rather not tell 
you my opinion, — what I do think." 

" I should like to know it." 

" My business is to treat you medically," said 
the doctor, roughly. " I have nothing to do 
with your property, or how you dispose of it." 

" I should like your opinion." 

" I don't know the circumstances of the case," 
said the doctor, who could be quite as pig-headed 
as John Murgatroyd when the fit took him. " I 
take it that your son objects to marry from mer- 
cenary reasons." 

" My son, sir, objects to marry anybody that 
is pleasing to me, and I am not such a fool as to 
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be put off by excuses about squints, and red 
hair, and h's, and such-like things. I know well 
enough there is somebody else, and I mean my 
son to marry a certain amount of money." 

" Oh, well, then there is nothing more to be 
said," said the doctor, deliberately. 

" There is something more to be said. This 
will may be called into question when I am dead 
and gone: I should like you, as my medical 
adviser, who may have to testify to my sanity 
one day, to understand my reasons for making 
such a will." 

" Oh, your reasons are simple enough. 
You've got a lot of money, and you want your 
son to add a little more to it. It's all a matter 
of taste. He evidently doesn't want to; and 
small blame to him ! But all this, my dear sir, is 
no business of min^, and all my patients who are 
waiting for me at this moment are my business : 
so if you will be good enough to put your signa- 
ture to the will and let me put mine — since 
you've got the fad that you want me to sign — I 
shall be much obliged to you." 

"But you " 

^ "Look here," said the doctor, as John^Mur- 
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S^troyd broke off sharp and looked at him in- 
quiringly. " I know what you want : you want 
^^ to say that I approve of this will. Well, I 
^on't I think when you've made it and signed 
^^ you will be wretched; you won't know an 
^y minute till you've burned it. A parent has 
no right to coerce a child, girl or boy, in the 
most important matter of his whole life : a man's 
marriage is for himself. You want me to say 
that I approve of that will, that I think it is a 
just will and you've a perfect right to make it. 
I think nothing of the kind. I will sign it, be- 
cause if I don't sign it you will get somebody 
else who will, — ^your butler, or your footman, 
or your gardener, or one of your people, — ^but 
say I think it right — I don't, and you know it as 
well as I do. You'll not rest when you've made 
it, and if you die leaving it behind you you won't 
rest in your grave afterwards. Now, is that 
plain?" 

" Yes, damn it," said the old man, " that is 
plain. — Give me the pen, Blenkinsop. Let me 
sign, and let me get this prating platitudinizer 
out of my sight." 

The lawyer brought a thick blotting-pad from 
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the writing-table and pen and ink to the hedsr^ . 
of the old man, and Nurse Marion stood by 
intense excitement, with strained eyes and Kk^i 
drawn feverishly over her teeth, while the ol^^ 
man appended his signature to the fatal papers 
This done, the doctor, who was heartily sick of 
the whole business, signed below the testator; 
then he looked at Mr. Blenkinsop and handed 
the pen to him. 

"Yon nurse will sign," said John Murga- 
troyd. 

" I cannot sign," said she. 

"Nonsense! Sign at once!" exclaimed the 
old man. 

" No, no, I cannot sign, I refuse to sign that 
will. There are plenty of people in the house. 
Oh, I will say you are sane enough, but I will 
not sign, Mr. Murgatroyd ; I gave you my rea- 
sons yesterday. It is an unjust will. I refuse 
to put my hand to a will which I believe to be 
unjust. It cannot be part of my duty to sign a 
thing which I believe to be wicked. Your doctor 
is different. He signed it because — because he 
didn't mind. I do mind. I will not sign." 

" Sign it, I tell you," thundered the old man. 
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"No; I will not sign. There are the butler, 
^he footman, the housekeeper, all people who 
liave known you for years and years and years, 
p>eople much better able to judge whether you 
^re in your right mind than I am: there can be 
xio necessity for me to do this. Let me ring the 
"bell for William." 

" William will not do," said Mr. Blenkinsop. 
*' He benefits under the will, and he was not 
present when Mr. Murgatroyd signed. There is 
:iio question of your sanity, my dear sir; you 
«ire as sane as you are obstinate. I have already 
told you so, your doctor has told you so; no- 
lody can go against us in such a matter." 
" I want the lass to sign," said the old man. 
" I won't sign," said Marion, drawing herself 
up and eying the old man indignantly. 
" Why won't you sign?" asked the doctor. 
" Because Mr. Murgatroyd brought me here 
to nurse his father. I had nursed him before; 
I had given him every satisfaction ; he thought 
that if anybody could help to pull his father 
through this illness that person was I ; he was 
good enough to have faith in me. This will 
will destroy all his prospects in life, or may de- 
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stroy them all, and it savors too much of biting" 
the hand that feeds you to sign this document: 
against him. You must not ask me to do it : I 
distinctly and decidedly refuse." 

" In that case," said Mr. Blenkinsop, " much 
as I object to witnessing wills that I have made, 
I see no help for it but to sign in this instance. 
Now, doctor, you are free." 



CHAPTER XII 

THE NURSE DRIVES OUT 

When the lawyer and the doctor had de- 
parted from Murgatroyd Park, leaving John 
Murgatroyd not a little exhausted by the events 
of the morning, Nurse Marion put her patient in 
charge of Mrs. Mackay, with definite instruc- 
tions for his welfare, and prepared to take air 
and rest until the evening. 

" Stop here ; I want you," said the old man. 

" Yes ?" Her voice was gentle, and nobody 
would have believed the hard fight that she had 
been through earlier in the day. 

" Where are you going ?" 

" I was going to drive into Burghley ; there 
are one or two things I want. I am too tired 
to walk." 

" There is no need for you to walk ; there are 
horses eating their heads off in the stables, and 
men-servants idling around till they are bound 
to get into mischief. Who wants you to walk? 
Do you know what you arc ?" 
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" I think so/' she said, smiling a little. 

" You're a stuck-up, obstinate minx, and I'll 
be even with you yet for standing against m^ 
in my own house like you did this morning. 
To think that John Murgatroyd, who never 
stood on one side for man or beast, should have 
to give in at the bidding of a young lass like 
you! It's preposterous!" 

" But you didn't give in," said she. 

" I signed the will, if that's what you mean; 
but you didn't sign it after me." 

" No, but Mr. Blenkinsop signed it, and his 
signature was respectable enough for anybody." 

" And why didn't you sign ?" 

" Because your will was unjust, Mr. Murgar 
troyd. With your leave, I will go out now. I 
said my say this morning; I have nothing to 
add to it." 

In a moment the nervous old fingers had 
closed round her wrist. " You'll come back 
again?" he said, entreatingly. "You're not 
going away ?" 

"Oh, no!" she replied, laughing outright at 
the suggestion. " Because you are unjust to 
your son is no reason that I should be untrue to 
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my trust. Oh, I shall come back, Mr. Murga- 
troyd, come back to plague the very life out of 
you with beef tea and chicken broth and medi- 
cines and all the rest of it. Don't flatter your- 
self that you've got rid of me yet, or that you 
are going to 'die this journey. I mean to keep 
you alive, and to have you well and strong, so 
that you may live to see what a mistake you 
made this morning. — Now, Mrs. Mackay, you 
will remember that you go by the chart, as I 
leave it here, and don't you let Mr. Murgatroyd 
put you off about his chicken broth, nor yet his 
beef tea. He is to take them to the last drain. 
He'll get out of it if he can; that is his way. 
I've written it all down, and do you see that he 
doesn't thwart you as he always tries to thwart 
me. 

The motherly Scotchwoman promised a faith- 
ful observance of the instructions which Nurse 
Marion had laid upon her, and half an hour 
afterwards the latter was driving down the 
avenue behind the handsome pair of horses, for 
which nowadays there was little use. Between 
excitement and overwork, her head was aching 
furiously^ and it was with a sense of thankf ul- 
9 
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ness that she felt the sharp winter wind upon her 
face. She wanted, too, to be quiet, to be able 
to think over without interruption the events of 
the past few days. Well, she had done her best, 
and, as Laurence had said not so many weeks 
ago, it had been a very poor best. In a way the 
old man was getting fond of her, he depended 
on her, he trusted her, but it was only as a nurse, 
— ^nothing more. She had come to Murgatroyd 
Park to carry out a specific object; she had 
failed hideously. She even went so far as to tell 
herself that winter afternoon that Laurence had 
been perfectly right in all that he had said in that 
their first and only quarrel. She had failed 
hideously. Well, the die was cast now: they 
would have a pittance, — ^what would seem al- 
most like riches to her, what would be a mere 
pittance to him. For herself, she knew that she 
could be happy in one barrack room with the 
love of her heart, the man of her choice; but 
with men it was different. Laurence was neither 
better nor worse than others of his kind. He 
loved her, it was true, yet when that love meant 
going without all that had made his life, or 
nearly all that had made his life, when it meant 
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the curtailing of his hunting, his shooting, his 
polo, and all the other pursuits which were the 
small change of men in his position, she was not 
sure then how things would go. There might 
come a day when he would look at her and say, 
" But for you, I might have had all these things ; 
but for you, Murgatroyd Park would be mine, 
and all my father's thousands would be mine, — 
but for you." Well, she told herself, with a sigh, 
it was no use thinking over these things, no use 
bridging over trouble that was not yet actually 
upon her, no use meeting the clouds half-way. 

She had snatched ten minutes in which to 
write to Laurence; she held the letter in her 
hand at that moment, and so she sat back in the 
luxurious carriage and gave herself up to the 
actual comfort of it. She was so alive to the 
necessity of nursing her strength that when she 
got into Burghley she stopped at the principal 
pastry-cook's and treated herself to afternoon 
tea, having given the coachman a shilling and 
told him to get himself a glass of beer. She 
enjoyed the dainty little tea as a child might 
have done, posted her letter to Laurence, and, 
having made one or two small purchases and 
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seen all that there was to be seen in the shop- 
windows, she went to the hotel where the car- 
riage usually put up and told the coachman that 
she was ready to start for home. By that time 
it was almost dark, yet she enjoyed the drive 
home almost as much as she had done the drive 
into Burghley. 

" Yes, I will have my dinner at once," she re- 
plied to the question which the butler put to her, 
" and then I will get a few hours' sleep before 
Mrs. Mackay is ready to go. I will just run up 
and see Mr. Murgatroyd. I shall be down again 
by the time cook has served my dinner." 

She found the invalid's room very quiet. A 
shaded lamp burned beside the bed, another 
stood on the table near the fire by which Mrs. 
Mackay sat nodding over her needle-work. 

"What! are yoy only just back?" said the 
old man. 

" Yes, indeed ; I have been gadding all over 
Burghley," said Nurse Marion, brightly. "I 
treated myself to tea at the confectioner's, and 
I looked in the shop-windows, and altogether I 
feel quite brisk and fresh. By the time that I 
have had my dinner and an hour or two's sleep 
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I shall be as fresh as a daisy. Did you take your 
chicken broth ?" 

" Oh, I've taken everything!" said he, impa- 
tiently. " To-morrow I am going to have na 
chicken broth; I am going to have some 
chicken; you see if I don't. Here, I want you 
to do something for me. Take my keys," feel- 
ing aimlessly under the pillow, — " yes, they're 
under there somewhere: now, that's the key. 
Put it into the safe in the dressing-room, — ^you 
know the door I mean, — ^tum it three times to the 
right, and push, and then bring me that paper I 
signed this morning : I want to look at it again." 

" You want to bum it," said Nurse Marion, 
quietly. 

" No, I don't; I only want to look at it. Old 
Blenkinsop wanted to take it away to be under 
lock and key in his own place, but, as I told him, 
he has no better locks and keys in his office than 
I have got in my dressing-room. Three turns 
to the right, and push." 

She lighted a candle and went into the dress- 
ing-room, carrying out his simple instructions 
with such obedience that the next moment the 
door of the safe stood open before her. It was a 
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large safe, with several compartments. Nurse 
Marion did not stop to scrutinize any of these, 
for immediately before her was a packet en- 
dorsed " Last Will and Testament of John Mur- 
gatroyd," and the date was that very day. 
Hastily relocking the safe, she carried the will 
back to the testator, then, replacing the keys 
under his pillow, blew out the candle and de- 
parted in search of her dinner. 

So the days went on, and John Murgatroyd 
suffered less, but did not make very rapid prog- 
ress towards recovery, notwithstanding the 
close care and attention which Nurse Marion 
lavished on him. It was a very lonely life. 
Laurence could not get another day's leave, and 
Mr. Murgatroyd saw no visitors at all. So 
Nurse Marion's only distraction was to drive 
into Burghley and have tea at the pastry-cook's. 
At first her patient chaffed her not a little about 
her sweet tooth, but if he was obstinate he was 
not mean, and he told her that in future she was 
to take his purse and pay for her tea out of it. 

" It's a dull life here for a bit of a lass like 
you," he said, in his brusque way. " For my 
part, I can't tell why you women should always 
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be wanting slops of tea and such-like ; however, 
if it pleases you to take your meal there instead 
of here, there's no reason why you should pay 
for it yourself, and if you want lollipops there's 
no reason that I know of why you shouldn't have 
'em; but I'd prefer to pay for them myself: so 
take my purse and help yourself to what's neces- 
sary." 

At first she felt inclined to demur, but, as she 
was as desirous as ever of making a good im- 
pression and not letting his liking for her slip 
back, she quietly accepted the situation as it 
stood. 

Now, it happened one day, when she had left 
him comfortably on his bedroom sofa with plenty 
of books and papers and Mrs. Mackay in at- 
tendance, that she ventured to stay out a little 
longer than usual. Scarcely did she stay pur- 
posely; rather was she by Christmas novelties 
and such-like things beguiled into letting the 
time slip by. When she returned home, in an- 
swer to her usual question if all was well, the 
butler, William, told her that he had not long 
come down from his master's room, and that 
Mrs. Mackay was in the hall having her tea. 
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"But why so late?" said Nurse Marioii. 
"And why has she gone down for it?" 

"Oh, it was just a freak of the master's," 
William answered. " He told her that she 
would be enjoying her tea better down-stairs, 
and that he was quite well enough to be left now ; 
he would ring if he wanted anything. IVe been 
up twice," the man added, " so that he's all right. 
He was asleep both times." 

It was therefore with no feeling of apprehen- 
sion that Nurse Marion mounted the stairs with 
her purchases in her arms. She gained the head 
of the staircase and entered Mr. Murgatroyd's 
room. He was sound asleep upon the sofa, and 
the light was turned down very low. She was 
about to creep softly out again, when a slight 
sound in the adjoining room made her turn her 
steps thither. To her astonishment, she saw a 
man, with a candle in his hand, standing at the 
door of the open safe. She went forward. 

"Laurence!" she cried, in a tone of the ut- 
most astonishment. 

But the next instant the light went out, she 
felt herself thrust on one side, and heard the 
closing of the door into the corridor. 



CHAPTER XIII 

TRAGEDY 

It was but the work of a moment for Nurse 
Marion to strike a match and light a candle. 

The door of the safe stood wide open : some 
of the papers on the first shelf had been slightly 
disarranged, and one or two had fallen to the 
floor. The keys lay upon the shelf, and the 
inner compartments had been opened. Quick 
as thought, and with a view of shielding Lau- 
rence, she pushed the papers into place and 
locked the safe, then, with the keys in her 
shaking hand, she went into the adjoining room, 
to see whether her patient had been in any way 
disturbed. No, he was lying there quietly. She 
put the candle down upon a table and approached 
the sofa, and, as she did so, the fire, which had 
burned dully red, suddenly fell in, sending a 
brilliant flame half-way up the chimney. 

She knew as well as possible what Laurence 
had come after : he had got a few days' leave to 
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be a surprise both to his father and to herself, 
had walked in quietly, had found her away and 
his father alone, and the temptation to do away 
with that will had been too much for him. Her 
only instinct was to keep quiet until she could 
obtain possession of it again and replace it. 

As the brilliant flame shot up through the 
room, she turned again to the invalid's couch. 
To her dying day she never knew what it was 
that made her look at her patient more closely. 
Be the cause what it might, having once looked 
at him she realized that something very dreadful 
had happened. It was no living man that lay 
stretched upon that couch. 

The next moment she had flown to the bell, 
and was almost tearing it down in her efforts to 
summon assistance. It seemed hours ere Wil- 
liam and one or two of the servants came run- 
ning up, followed a minute or two later by pant- 
ing and breathless Mrs. Mackay. In reality the 
butler had reached his master's bedroom in less 
time than it has taken to write these words. 

" Oh, William !" she gasped, " something 
dreadful has happened! Why, why did Mrs. 
Mackay leave him ?" 
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"Lor', nurse, what is it?" cried William, 
open-mouthed with terror. 

" Dead, William, dead !" she exclaimed, 
breathlessly. 

" Never, nurse !" 

" Oh, it is too true ! it is too true ! Why did 
I go out? why did I leave him? Oh, these 
women ! they are never to be trusted." 

" It was the master's orders," gasped Mrs. 
Mackay. 

" The master's orders !" Nurse Marion cried, 
in an anguish of apprehension. " Do you think 
I ever took his orders? No! I should have 
gone out of the house long since if I had done 
that." 

" Would it have made any difference if she 
had stayed, nurse?" said William, sensibly, as 
he stood looking with awed eyes down upon 
his master's inanimate form. 

" Oh, yes, yes, it would have made all the dif- 
ference." 

" Are you sure he is dead ? — Here, John, you 
go off for the doctor. Tell Jorkins to give you 
the fastest horse in the stable, and don't you 
come back without him, or another one if you 
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can't find him. — Hadn't we better do some- 
thing?" he added anxiously to Nurse Marion. 

" No," said she, and her words carried con- 
viction with them. " You can do what you like 
till doomsday, you will* never awaken Mr. Mur- 
gatroyd. He is dead." Perhaps it was some- 
thing in the man's face which brought a merci- 
ful professional instinct to her aid. " Mr. Mur- 
gatroyd is dead," she repeated, "but we must 
not leave anything undone. Get me a looking- 
glass." As she spoke she was unfastening the 
collar of his warm padded dressing-gown, that 
she might lay her hand over his heart and make 
sure that its beating was stilled forever. " You," 
speaking to one of the maids, " chafe that hand, 
and you the other. Mrs. Mackay, get his socks 
off. You," turning to a third scared maid- 
servant, " run down with that hot-water bag 
and get it filled with boiling water at once. It 
is no use, but we cannot stay here like a pack of 
dummies until the doctor comes, perhaps an hour 
hence. Yes, William, hold it over his mouth, 
• — so." She was busy pouring some drops of 
sal-volatile into a medicine-glass, and after ad- 
ding a very small quantity of water she came 
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back to the side of the couch. " Let me see," 
she said, taking the hand-mirror from the 
shaking hand of the butler. " Oh, it is no use! 
Help me to get this between his lips ; it may do 
it." And all the time she knew that he was dead. 

The glass was undimmed; the medicine 
trickled slowly over the side of the helpless 
mouth; the heart was still, the hands were 
rapidly losing their flexibility. John Murgatroyd 
was dead; had died, no one knew when, and 
scarcely how. At last Nurse Marion ceased her 
efforts and staggered back to the nearest chair. 

" William," she said, " it is no use carrying 
on this farce any longer. Mr. Murgatroyd is 
dead. Oh, why did I go to Burghley to-day? 
Why did I leave him?" 

" Nurse," said the butler, speaking more in 
the tone of an equal than he had ever yet ad- 
dressed her, " I don't see that youVe anything 
to reproach yourself with where master's con- 
cerned. Tm sure poor master," with a glance 
at the figure on the couch, " would be the first 
to say so. You came to him in the worst of his 
illness, and you stuck to him single-handed 
through thick and thin, and master he said to 
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me only this morning, he said, ' William/ he 
said, ' yon little lass' — ^yes, nurse, that was how 
he spoke of you — * yon little lass is one in a 
thousand, and I want you,' said he, ' to go into 
Burghley for me to-morrrow and buy her some- 
thing pretty for Christmas/ No, nurse, you've 
nothing to reproach yourself with where Mr. 
Murgatroyd is concerned/' 

" I oughtn't to have left him," she exclaimed, 
holding her trembling chin in her hand and 
rocking herself miserably to and fro. " I 
oughtn't to have left him/' 

" Nay, now, nurse, it would have happened 
just the same if you'd been here. Master's time 
was come, nurse: there's no need for you to 
reproach yourself for having left him to take 
your proper rest and exercise/' 

" No," broke in the sobbing voice of the un- 
der-keeper's mother, " it was me that should not 
have left him, puir gentleman, but he seemed so 
weel, and he bade me so cheerful and kindly to 
get down to my tea; and William he cam' up 

to spier at him twa times " And then the 

poor woman threw her apron over her head and 
broke into violent sobbing. 
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" It's no use your crying like that," said Nurse 
Marion ; " it's all of our faults, — ^nobody in par- 
ticular, but every one of us. We were all here 
with nothing else to do, and we let him die 
among us. Oh, here's the doctor." 

The doctor, however, had but little to add to 
the general verdict. They all knew that Mr. 
Murgatroyd was dead, and he confirmed the 
knowledge. 

" I am not at all surprised," he said, when he 
had heard the several stories and had examined 
the dead man. " Mr. Murgatroyd was in that 
state of health when this might have happened 
at any moment. That he happened to be alone 
was unfortunate. I doubt if he knew anjrthing 
about it; I should say that he had dozed off and 
had slipped away in his sleep. For months past 
Mr. Murgatroyd had suffered from a very pro- 
nounced heart-complaint, and latterly, as you 
know, nurse, that has been the chief trouble with 
which we have had to battle. Anything might 
have carried him off, — ^the sudden closing of a 
door, the unexpected arrival of a friend, the most 
trivial cause. Any shock would certainly have 
been fatal to him." 
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"Any shock!" The words seemed to beat 
into Nurse Marion's very brain, and she kept 
her shaking hand tight over her trembling mouth 
in a vain attempt to hide the horrible agitation 
which possessed her. Nothing, however, es- 
caped the keen eyes of the doctor. 

" Come, come, nurse," he said, putting his 
hand on her shoulder and patting her kindly, 
" you mustn't take it like this. You are upset 
with what has happened while you were out, but 
you are only human, and sleep and fresh air are 
as necessary to you as nursing and medicine 
were to him. You have nothing to reproach 
yourself with whatever." 

" But I do reproach myself, doctor," she said, 
hastily rising and going towards the fireplace, 
where she stood hiding her face again. " If I 
had been at home, — ^if I had stayed here, — ^this 
would not have happened." 

" If you had been at home," said the doctor, 
" you would have been in bed ; and if you had 
been in the room it is most probable that it would 
have happened just the same. There is certainly 
the bare possibility that sal-volatile, administered 
on the instant, might have, warded off the seiz- 
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ure, but it is most unlikely that you would have 
noticed when the faintness came over him. It 
is most unfortunate, and it is very distressing 
and uncomfortable for all of you, but, at the 
same time, Mr. Murgatroyd was a doomed man ; 
his life was hanging in the balance, and its dura- 
tion was a question of weeks at the very utmost. 
Come, now, nurse, you had better go to bed at 
once, and I will send you a composing draught." 

" I shall not go to bed," said Marion, " until 
all is done that is my duty. It is the last that I 
can do for him now." 

No, her own heart said to her, it was not the 
last service that she could render him. It was 
several hours before she was able to sit down to 
think over the awful knowledge that had come 
to her, to go over that last scene, when Laurence 
had crept into his father's house, into his father's 
room, had killed him by the shock of his en- 
trance, had rifled his pockets of the keys, — of 
which the key of the safe was one, — ^and had 
deliberately stolen — ^yes, that was the word, 
stolen — ^the will which would ruin them. He 
had put out the light, he had thrust her on one 
side, he had gone; nobody had seen him, no- 
lo 
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body had suspected that he had been there. 
Weil, that was merciful; nobody must suspect, 
nobody must ever know. The will would be 
sought for: what must she say? what should 
she say? what could she say? After all, it was 
no business of hers ; it was nothing to her ; she 
was not interested in it. But the horror of the 
situation grew and grew upon her, until she had, 
in sheer self-defence, to dig her nails into the 
palms of her hands, to press her teeth hard upon 
her under-lip to keep herself from screaming 
aloud. To think that Laurence — ^Laurie, the 
man she had loved, her husband — had done this 
dastardly thing! Worse than all, to think that 
he had done it for love of her, for her sake; to 
think that she had dragged him into the neces- 
sity for doing it ! She beat her hands together 
and hated herself. She had never known what 
it was to hate herself before. But she must keep 
the secret; she must lock her door at night, so 
that nobody could come in and hear her talking 
in her sleep. She must watch every word, every 
look, and every gesture that escaped her, lest in 
her anxiety she should unconsciously give Lau- 
rence — her husband — away, and fix his crime 
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upon him. For it was a crime, — a hideous, 
black, cowardly, dastardly crime! Oh, she 
would save him; yes, she would save him, be- 
cause it was partly her fault, her unconscious 
fault, but her fault all the same. 



CHAPTER XIV 

FIRST INQUIRIES 

It was just ten o'clock when Marion appeared 
in the breakfast-room the next morning. The 
sight of her own white face in the glass above 
the fireplace frightened her, and William, who 
was looking extremely subdued, set a chair for 
her with much sympathy of manner. 

" There is no answer from Mr. Laurence yet/' 
he remarked, as he took the silver cover off the 
bacon-dish. 

" No answer ? What do you mean ?" 
"Well, nurse, we telegraphed this morning, 
as soon as the office at Burghley was open, to let 
Mr. Laurence know. He has not replied yet." 
" Why didn't you send last night?" 
" It was no use. By the time we had got our 
scared senses together it was too late to send a 
telegram. There is no all-night office within 
twelve miles. James did suggest sending over 
to Grimthorpe, but I didn't see the good. lU 
news travels fast enough, and Mr. Laurence will 
148 
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be rare and cut up at the master's going like 
that/' 

" Oh, yes," said Marion ; " there could not be 
the least need for driving twelve miles to send 
such news an hour or two earlier. He could not 
have got here during the night. There is 
nothing to be gained by haste at such times. It 
was not as if he were still alive." 

She had not finished her breakfast, however, 
when William returned, bringing a telegram 
upon a salver. 

" It will be from Mr. Laurence," he remarked, 
and waited to hear the contents. 

" Yes, it is from Mr. Laurence," said Marion, 
checking a strong desire to clinch the flimsy bit 
of paper in her hand. " You can read it." 

" Nurse Marion, Murgatroyd Park, near 
Burghley," William read, in slow and unctuous 
tones. "Utterly shocked; starting immedi- 
ately. Laurence Murgatroyd." 

"Ay, I knew he'd feel it, Mr. Laurence. 
* Utterly shocked.* Yes, I should think he was. 
' Starting immediately.' Well, nurse, I'd better 
go and look out trains and see when he's likely 
to get here. I should think he'd come by the 
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six-forty. He can't get here without going to 
London." 

" I can't say, Fm sure. He'll probably tele- 
graph/' said Marion, trying to hide her face be- 
hind her coffee-cup. 

" Not unlikely. Well, I'll go and tell Jorkins 
that the brougham will be wanted some time 
during the day." 

So there was a long, dreadful day to be got 
through. She could make no arrangements for 
the funeral; she had nothing to do, nowhere to 
go, nobody to whom she could talk, except the 
old housekeeper, who was slowly and shakily 
recovering from her illness, and who had no 
other topic of conversation than her dead mas- 
ter. There was no mourning to be ordered ex- 
cept for the women-servants, and, being only the 
nurse, Marion could not take that duty upon 
herself. There was nothing to do, except to see 
the doctor and the lawyer, who came over to- 
gether during the course of the morning. She 
went up-stairs with them, while Mr. Blenkinsop 
took his last look at his old friend and client. 

"You had better give me his keys, nurse," 
he said, as he turned away from the body, in a 
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voice which he tried hard to make emotionless 
and ordinary. 

" Dr. Jellicoe took them last night," replied 
Marion. 

"Where were they?" 

" I took them out of our poor friend's pocket," 
said Dr. Jellicoe. " I thought it better, as there 
was no member of the family present, and as I 
happened to know that the will was in the safe, 
— ^to say nothing of other things. I took them 
away with me." 

" Quite right; quite right. Well, if you will 
give me the advantage of your presence for five 
minutes I will look over the will and take it 
away. It is a most unjust will, — ^the most un- 
just thing that I ever knew my poor old friend 
to do, and more was the pity he was so keenly 
set upon it. Let me see, the key of the safe, — 
I think that is it." 

Marion stood by, not knowing whether to go 
or stay. She was afraid that if she left the 
room, as she certainly would have done under 
ordinary circumstances, the action might be con- 
strued afterwards into a cowardly shrinking 
from facing the worst : so she stayed there, lean- 
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ing against a bureau and striving to seem calm 
and composed. She knew, poor girl, perfectly 
well which was the key of the safe, but she did 
not help the lawyer by making any parade of her 
knowledge. 

At last Mr. Blenkinsop found it, and the great 
iron door swung slowly back upon its hinges. He 
turned over the few papers which came imme- 
diately to hand, but there was no sign of the will. 

" Dear me !" he said, " I put it down just 
there: I never opened the inner cupboards. I 
don't see it." 

" Mr. Murgatroyd had the will out after you 
put it away," said Marion. 

"Oh, had he? When?" 

" The same night that he signed it." 

"Ah, you don't say so! Do you think he 
destroyed it?" 

" I don't think so," said Marion, " for I put 
it back again." 

" Did he have it again?'' 

" Yes, he had it out again." 

" Did you put it back again ?" 

" I did. And each time I laid it just where I 
found it, — ^where you yourself put it." 
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" Do you think that Mrs. Mackay got papers 
out of that safe for him?" 

" I cannot say. I dare say she is down-stairs : 
shall I send for her?" 

" If you would be so kind. The will is cer- 
tainly missing. Do you think that Mr. Murga- 
troyd was inclined to destroy it?" 

" I don't know. I asked him the first day 
whether he wanted to bum it, and he said, ' No,* 
and afterwards I replaced it, as I told you." 

She crossed the room and rang the bell as she 
spoke. When the housemaid appeared in reply 
to the summons, she asked if Mrs. Mackay was 
below, and if so if she would tell her to come 
up-stairs at once. 

The under-keeper*s rotund mother was down- 
stairs, not, indeed, having been at home since 
Mr. Murgatroyd's death. She came into the 
dressing-room with a scared look on her broad 
red face. 

"Mrs. — Mrs. — Mackay, yes, Mrs. Mackay, 
during the times that you were in attendance on 
Mr. Murgatroyd," began the lawyer, "did he 
ever send you to the safe for him?" 

"That he did, sir," was the ready reply. 
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" And I said to the master, said I, that I didna 
like intermeddling wi' papers and valuables; 
and he said to me that there were no valuables 
in the safe forbye such as were to be foond in 
the intier pairts, o* which he hadna gien me the 
key." 

" And you gave him ?" 

" I gied him ilka time a blue paper that he 
tellt me I should find on the shelf just there." 

" And did you put it back afterwards ?" 

" I think I did, sir." 

" Did you go to the safe yesterday after- 
noon?" 

" No, sir, I did not." 

" Very good, Mrs. Mackay : that will do." 

" Now, doctor," said the lawyer, " there is 
one question I want to put to you. Was it 
physically possible for John Murgatroyd, when 
left alone, to have got up and fetched the will 
for himself?" 

"Perfectly possible. He could walk a few 
steps, nurse?" 

" He walked from the bed to the sofa yester- 
day, sir. Of course he was shaky and I gave him 
my arm, but he cotdd have walked by himself." 
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"Then, depend upon it," said the lawyer, 
" that his reason for sending Mrs. Mackay down 
to her tea was that he might go to the safe, get 
out that will, and put it into the fire without 
anybody knowing anything about it." 

Marion began to breathe more freely. If only 
he would go on thinking that, the hideous truth 
need never come out. 

" Then how will the property go?" asked the 
doctor. 

" Oh, that is a very simple matter. When 
he gave me instructions to make that absurd will 
by which Laurence was tied up to marry an 
heiress, I carried his last will away in my pocket, 
and it is at my office now." 

" And that will hold good?" 

" Certainly." 

" And how is the property left in that?" 

" Oh, practically everything is left to Lau- 
rence, with various legacies, and an annuity to 
the younger son." 

Mr. Blenkinsop, having satisfied himself that 
the will was not in any of the inner compart- 
ments, locked up the safe again and put the keys 
m his pocket. Then the two went down-stairs 
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and were hospitably pressed by William to take 
a glass of wine. The rest of their conversation 
was lost to Marion, because she had no excuse 
for following them. Still, she saw them go 
away together, the one getting into his com- 
fortable little brougham, the other tearing away 
ahead in his smart dog-cart. 

She was alone again, and breathed more 
freely. So the greatest danger seemed almost 
to be overpast : they had no suspicion, these two, 
of the way in which John Murgatroyd had met 
his death; they never guessed that she had gone 
in at the untoward moment, that she had sur- 
prised Laurence in his burglarious work, that 
she had replaced the scattered papers, locked the 
safe, and had sufficient presence of mind, even 
in the midst of her bewilderment and surprise 
at discovering that her patient was dead, to slip 
the bunch of keys into the pocket of his dressing- 
gown. What a mercy that she was fairly 
strong-nerved, — ^that she did not lose her head 
in moments of emergency! Nay, it was more 
than a mercy; it meant salvation to Laurence 
Murgatroyd. 

It seemed as if that long day would never 
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drag its hideous length away* In her life at 
Hollow Cottage she had been accustomed to 
spending long, long days entirely alone, save for 
the company of her old servant ; yet even at such 
times, when Laurence had been on duty and un- 
able to get away from barracks at all, she had 
never known a few hours which dragged along 
so slowly as the hours did on the day after Mr. 
Murgatroyd's death. It was not dulness which 
made them drag so heavily along; oh, no: it 
was something far worse; it partook of dread, 
of dread when her eyes should meet his, dread of 
the inevitable explanation between them, dread 
of that afterwards, when the disclosure of their 
marriage must be made, when they must live 
out their lives as man and wife with ever this 
hideous sordid secret between them. 

She sat down and looked at her lunch, and, 
although William delicately pressed her with 
each of the several little dishes of which it con- 
sisted, she ate nothing. Then, wrapping a shawl 
around her, she went out into the conservatories, 
and, with the help of the head gardener, 
gathered an armful of the purest and daintiest 
blossoms, with which to deck the dead. That 
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done, she went back to the little room again and 
to the fireside, and began to think once more, 
to think it all over with weary, weary reitera- 
tion, — ^to think that her Laurence was some- 
thing — ^something she had not known, some- 
thing strange, something guilty, something 
criminal ; and he was coming home, on his way 
now, to simulate distress, filial grief, to take up 
the responsibilities of the new life which lay be- 
fore him ! 

" I brought the tea a little earlier, nurse," 
said William, appearing through the gloom. 
" You had such a poor lunch, I thought you 
would be glad of tea in good time. Now, do 
try to eat ; do, nurse. There is a bit of extra 
special toast made on purpose for you, and I've 
had a telegram from Mr. Laurence to say that 
he'll be here by the train that gets to Burghley at 
ten minutes past five. The carriage is going off 
for him in half an hour: wouldn't you like to 
go, just for the drive, to get a breath of air, and 
get out of the house a little? Mr. Laurence is 
sure to be eager for the news. Wouldn't you 
like to go?'' 

" Not for the world," she replied. " It's very 
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kind of you to think of it, William, but I'm not 
in the mood to-night for going anywhere. I'm 
tired out. I'd rather sit by the fire and wait." 

Wait for what? Wait for the awful meeting 
which must come sooner or later between them. 
She shrank from the idea of a three miles' drive 
in a close carriage with her husband, as if she 
were a criminal and he her accuser. Women 
are like that, — some of them. So she sat on, 
sat by the fire alone. 



CHAPTER XV 

AN INTERVAL 

At last the sound of wheels was heard coming 
rapidly along the avenue. Nurse Marion, sit- 
^ting intently listening in the little breakfast- 
^Dom, which she had not left all day, rose to her 
feet and stood clutching hard at the mantel- 
sh^f. She meant to go out into the hall to 
receive the dead man's son, but at the last mo- 
ment her nerve failed her, and she stood there, 
holding on for support to the object that was 
nearest to her. The wheels stopped ; the horses' 
feet came to a stand-still; the listening ears 
caught the sound of the opening door and 
Laurence Murgatroyd's voice. 

"Where is she?" she heard him say. And, 
although she could not catch William's reply, 
she knew that he was telling his master where 
she was. 

The next moment the door opened and 
Laurence came in, with his face blanched, his 
whole air dejected, and yet with a light in his 
i6o 
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eyes which there was no mistaking. He came 
forward with both his hands outstretched. 

" I got the telegram/* he said. " I came as 
soon as I could. What am I to say to you — 
how am I to thank you for all that you have 
done for him, my poor old dad, whom I left 
almost in anger? Marion, I want you to take 
me to see him." 

She shrank back. " Oh, no, no, not I. Wil- 
liam, Mrs. Mackay, any one, but not I. I can- 
not go." 

" But surely, of all, you are the one who has 
most right to go there with me," he said, gently. 

She looked up at him in amazement. 

He had closed the door behind him ; he was 
still holding her hands ; he had, apparently, not 
thought of kissing her. "Who has so much 
right as you," he said, " you, who did everything 
for him? Come, I should like to go at once." 

" Then go ; but I cannot go with you. It is 
impossible. I will not, dare not." 

" Why, my dearest, what do you mean?" 

" Oh, Laurence, you know." 

"You mean, dearest, that in a measure we 
have deceivcsd him; but I don't think that we 
II 
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need trouble about it now. He is gone where 
these feelings have no place. He did not ac- 
tually know what we had done, but I think he 
understands now." 

" It is not that," she said. 

"Then what?" 

" Oh, Laurence, you know. You know with- 
out my telling you. I cannot go into that room 
with you. Go alone; or some one will take 
you." 

He shrugged his shoulders and dropped her 
hand. " As you will," he said. " And when I 
come down again, you will tell me all about it." 

But when Laurence Murgatroyd came down 
from his visit to his dead father's room. Nurse 
Marion had disappeared. 

"Where is Nurse Marion?" he said to Wil- 
liam. 

" She have gone up-stairs, up to her room, 
Mr. Laurence," was William's reply. " She will 
dine with you to-night, Mr. Laurence?" 

"Certainly." 

" She'll eat nothing," said William, confi- 
dentially. " I never see any one so terrible cut 
up in my. life. -It was (erriMe, "siri~terrible! 
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You see, Mr. Laurence," he continued, as he 
leaned one hand upon the back of a chair, " nurse 
had gone into Burghley for a bit of an airing, 
and master was better, very much better, and 
glad that she should have the chance of a bit 
of a change. Why, it was only yesterday 
morning — ^yesterday, Mr. Laurence — ^that he 
says to me, he says, * Yon little lass,' he says, 
' is one in a thousand, and I want you to go into 
Burghley for me to-morrow and buy her some- 
thing pretty for Christmas.' And you see, Mr. 
Laurence, the poor master going like that, all in 
a minute like, when there was nobody by, seemed 
to upset her terrible. Now, them old women 
nurses what we used to have, nothing ever upsets 
them. Their appetites is always good, and their 
drinketites better. But with these lady nurses 
things are different. They're pitiful, and they're 
feeling. They get fond of their patients, and 
their patients get fond of them. And, oh, dear, 
Mr. Laurence, she did take on terrible last night, 
—terrible!" 

" Of course it must have been a dreadful 
shock to her," said Laurence Murgatroyd, heav- 
ing a sighi if the truth be told, that he could not 
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go boldly up to Nurse Marion's room and try 
to comfort her. "And of course, William, it's 
a great satisfaction to me to know that my 
father liked and appreciated her; because, you 
see, I was responsible for bringing her into the 
house." 

" The master certainly did like her, Mr. 
Laurence," said William, in his most confiden- 
tial tones; "he couldn't abear her out of his 
sight. Mrs. Mackay, good, decent body as she 
is, always seemed to upset him, like. He put up 
with her, and that was about all you can say. 
And Nurse Marion she went to bed later and 
later every day that passed over her head, and 
if it hadn't been that I thought of suggesting 
that she should use the carriage of an afternoon 
I don't believe she'd ever have got out at all. 
She's a decent body, is Mrs. Mackay, I have no 
word to say against her, Mr. Laurence, but she's 
heavy-handed, and she's heavy-footed, and she 
breathes hard, and if she sets a bottle down she 
sets it down with a bang. She doesn't mean to 
—oh, a well-meaning woman as ever stepped — 
but that indelicate, no daintiness about her ways, 
everything done with a puff and a: snort.: Apd 
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when a poor gentleman is so ill as the master 
was, it's no wonder he couldn't abear to have her 
about him." 

It was not imtil the housemaid who waited 
upon her brought hot water and told her that it 
was time to prepare for dinner that Marion de- 
cided that she would risk going down to share 
that meal with Laurence. Then caution came 
to her aid, and bade her, whatever it cost her, to 
do as she would do in ordinary every-day cir- 
cumstances. 

They naturally did not talk very much as long 
as William was in the room. Laurence Mur- 
gatroyd was subdued and quiet; the girl in her 
white nurse's cap opposite to him was as pale 
as a sheet and evidently worn out. It was not, 
indeed, until the door had closed behind the 
sympathetic William that Laurence addressed 
anything more than the most trivial remark to 
his wife. 

" How unkind of you, dearest," he said, " not 
to stay with me !" 

" Not at all," she replied: " I think it would 
have been very remarkable if I had stayed. I 
suppose you want to keep up appearances to the 
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world until I can get away? I can't go until 
the funeral is over." 

" And then ? Then you will go to Hol- 
low Cottage, and I will follow you the next day. 
After that, as soon as we like we can begin our 
new life together. I shall have nothing to do 
here, for, from what you tell me of my poor old 
dad's last will, everything will be held in abey- 
ance for a couple of years." 

She looked at him in open-eyed amazement. 
Was it possible that he meant to brazen out the 
position to her, — ^she who had found him at the 
open door of his father's safe absolutely turning 
over papers to which he had no right of access? 
Was he going to pretend to her that he had had 
no part in the disappearance of that will ? Oh, 
it was clever, perhaps it was worldly-wise, but 
it was audacity itself ! Well, if that was his role 
she would fall into it for the present. If he said 
nothing, she would say nothing. If he kept 
silence, she too would not speak. That was a 
game that two could play at, and, for the pres- 
ent, she would show that she was as proficient 
as he. 

" We can discuss that later," she said, very 
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quietly, as she rose from the table. " For the 
present, Laurence, you will excuse me, perhaps, 
if I go to bed. I am very tired : . I did not sleep 
last night It is not necessary to decide any- 
thing at present, and I am a good deal over- 
done." 

He had risen too, and he took her hand and 
drew her nearer to him. " Do you know," he 
said, looking at her very tenderly, "that you 
have not yet given me one single word of wel- 
come? You have not kissed me." 

Her eyes fell before his; her cheeks burned 
with a sense of her own guilty secret. 

"I have not felt like welcome and merry- 
making," she said, in an ominously quiet voice. 
" Yesterday was enough to take the heart out of 
a stronger woman than I am. I felt, when I 
went to bed last night, as if I should never be 
able to close my eyes again. I dare say you 
can't understand me, but it is true all the same." 

" You are thoroughly overdone," said Mur- 
gatroyd. 

"No, not overdone," she replied; "it is 
scarcely the right word for your purpose. I am 
heart-sick, Laurence; I am unhappy and 
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wretched. I shall never be bright and gay and 
happy again. Cannot you understand, when I 
went into that room and found all my illusions 
shattered at one blow, that I realized what a 
mistake I had made in marrying, when I under- 
stood that it was too late to undo the past, — 
the past that I would give worlds to alter? 
Can't you understand that all the life and heart 
went out of me?" 

" No," he said, blankly, " I cannot. I think, 
my darling, that you are taking altogether too 
exaggerated a view of the case. Of course I 
know that you had set your heart upon getting 
round my poor father, but I think you may rea- 
sonably console yourself with the feeling — with, 
indeed, the certainty — ^that if you had been 
given a little longer time you would most as- 
suredly have accomplished your object." 

She looked at him for a moment in greater 
amazement than ever. "Then why," she said, 
blankly, speaking as if the words were wrung 
from her, "why, Laurence, why did you not 
give me that time? Why were you in such a 
hurry ?" 

If her tones were the tones of one wrung 
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with agony, his face was absolutely blank as he 
looked at her. " Upon my soul," he said, " I 
don't understand you. Give you more time! 
Why, what do you mean? It is no use going 
back now and wishing that we had waited to 
be married. You were not unwilling. I — ^I — 
I don't understand you." 

She looked at him reproachfully. " Oh, Lau- 
rence," she said, in a pained voice, scarcely 
above a whisper, " if you are going to take that 
tone, it is no use our talking any longer! I 
will leave you." And before he could stop her 
she had slipped out of the room. 

He sat down by the table again with a very 
blank face. 

"Well," he ejaculated, aloud, "it is quite 
true, one can never tell how a woman will take 
things." 



CHAPTER XVI 

A JOURNEY ALONE 

The next few days were singularly uncom- 
fortable ones to Laurence Murgatroyd. To 
those who are left behind there is always a great 
sense of unrest, especially when the one who is 
gone is the head of the house. There was much 
to be seen to which could be done only by Lau- 
rence Murgatroyd himself. For instance, the 
day after his arrival he was visited both by the 
doctor and by Mr. Blenkinsop. 

" I don't know whether you are aware," the 
lawyer said, " that your father made a new will ?" 

" Yes, I was aware of it," answered Lau- 
rence, though he did not think it necessary to 
add how he had been made acquainted with the 
circumstance. 

" It was not a just will, and I did my best to 
persuade him against it. However, he insisted 
upon it, and I made it, and it was signed. Its 
principal provision was that, unless you were 
married within two years of his death to a lady 
170 
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with not less than twenty thousand pounds to 
her fortune, the whole of his property, with the 
exception of certain legacies, including a pro- 
vision for your brother Geoffrey, was to be di- 
vided between the County Hospital and the 
Asylum for Imbeciles at Burghley." 

"Well?" said Laurence, in a questioning 
tone. 

" Well, Mr. Murgatroyd, that will has disap- 
peared." 

" Disappeared ?" 

" Yes. I put it away in the safe in your 
father's dressing-room, and gave him the keys. 
I naturally went there to look for it when I 
came over after his death, but it was nowhere to 
be found. Nurse Marion tells me that he twice 
had it out to look at it, when she both gave it to 
him and put it back into its place. The old 
woman who relieved Nurse Marion also fetched 
it for him on several occasions ; but she also be- 
lieves that each time she put it back again. She 
was not with him at the time of his death. 
Nurse Marion was out, — had gone for a drive 
for the sake of the air, — ^and your father, being 
on his bedroom sofa, and decidedly better, sent 
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Mrs. — ^let me sec, what was her name? Oh, 
Mackay — ^yes, he sent Mrs. Mackay to get her 
tea in the servants' hall. William went up to 
look at him twice, and both times found him 
asleep, but when Nurse Marion came in she 
discovered that he was dead." 

" What has this to do with the will?" asked 
Laurence. 

" Well, it is my belief," said Mr. Blenkinsop, 
" that your father on that occasion got the will 
out himself, and that he destroyed it. No one 
else saw him or had access to his room ; nobody 
was interested in its disappearance, excepting 
yourself. You, of course, being a seven hours' 
journey away and easily traceable, are out of 
the question. At all events, the will is gone, 
and I believe that he destroyed it. I hope he 
destroyed it. It was not a just will ; it was one 
which it gave me great pain to make, and more 
pain to see signed. Our dear old friend was 
in a measure the victim of his own integrity of 
character. Sometimes, you know, my dear 
Laurence, it is almost the curse of a man to 
know that his word is his bond, for he does 
not always like to break it, even when he 
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knows that it would be more just to do so. 
Your poor father, my dear old friend and client, 
had that feeling to an abnormal degree, — ^the 
feeling that his word was his bond ; but I feel 
very, very glad to think that he was strong 
enough in view of his approaching end to do 
what was right and just both to you and to 
himself." 

" Then how will his property go now ?" asked 
Laurence. 

" As to that, it is very simply explained. The 
previous will which your father made left the 
bulk of his property to you. There is an annuity 
to your brother Geoffrey, and various legacies 
to different servants and employees." 

" Is that will in existence?" Laurence asked. 

" I have it in my hands. When your father 
made his last will, he bade me take the old one — 
or I should say the previous one— away for safe 
keeping, a circumstance which in itself seems to 
bear out the truth of what I believe, that he was 
hot very keenly set upon his last testament." 

" Then the heir to the property is ?" 

"Yourself," finished the lawyer. "And I 
must congratulate you that everything has 
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turned out so thoroughly as it ought to have 
done." 

When Mr. Blenkinsop had gone, Laurence 
Murgatroyd rang the bell. 

" William, send up and ask Nurse Marion if 
she will come down here for a few minutes. I 
wish to speak to her." 

" Yes, sir," replied William. 

In a few minutes Marion came into the room. 
" You sent for me," she said, quietly. 

" Shut the door," he answered. " My dear, 
I have great news for you," he said, drawing 
her to the fireplace and standing with his arm 
around her. " What do you think old Blenkin- 
sop has just told me? That the dear old dad 
burned that will, after all, and the one which 
will stand is the one leaving ever3rthing prac- 
tically to me. So," in a triumphant tone, " there 
will be no waiting, no dodging, no disagreeables 
of any kind. There! What do you think of 
that?" 

" I knew that the will was gone, Laurence," 
she said, looking up at him, " and I knew that 
Mr. Blenkinsop believed that your father burned 
it." . 
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"You knew? When? Last night, when I 
came home?" 

"Yes." 

" And you never told me? Why, my darling, 
what has come to you? It is extraordinary 
that you should keep such a piece of news from 
me, and without any reason whatever." 

" I didn't intend to keep it from you," she 
said, wearily. " What was the good of my tell- 
ing you as a piece of news something which you 
knew already?" 

" But I didn't know." 

"Did you not?" 

She shut her eyes as he stood there with his 
arm around her. So he was going to keep the 
farce up to the very end ? She felt like a woman 
in a maze, as if her head was going. Surely she 
had not dreamed that she saw Laurence standing 
at the door of the safe in the dressing-room, a 
light in his hand and turning over the papers on 
the shelf? No, she had but just come into the 
house ; she was wide awake ; she had never been 
more wide awake in all her life. Then the light 
had gone out, she had felt herself thrust on one 
side, and afterwards had. discovered. that which 
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was evidence enough to prove that it had been 
no dream, that she had indeed been very wide 
awake. 

" Of course," he went on, mistaking the cause 
of her silence, "this new state of affairs will 
make all the difference to us. Dearest, your 
troubles are all over now ; there will be no more 
Hollow Cottage, no more poverty, no more part- 
ing and dodging, and all the horrible subterfuge 
that has gone on since you gave yourself to me. 
I don't see why I shouldn't tell them at once 
what your real position is." 

" No," she said, suddenly, speaking with the 
strongest emphasis, " no, Laurence, that I ab- 
solutely and entirely forbid. When the funeral 
is over I shall leave Murgatroyd Park and go 
back to Hollow Cottage. No, don't say a word; 
I insist upon having my own way. I want to 
be quiet for a little time; I want to get over the 
horror of what I have gone through." 

" And I want my wife," he said, in a very 
tender tone. 

" Then," she said, " you must wait for her, 
I would prefer that they believed that we were 
married after all was over. They can put it 
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down to gratitude, if they like," she said, with 
a harsh, discordant laugh. " Such things have 
been done before, I believe." 

He looked at her doubtfully. " I don't know 
what has come over you," he said, at last. 
"One would think that you were sorry that I 
have come into my father's property, that you 
liked me better when I was poor and could not 
do more for you than I would have done if you 
had been my mistress instead of my wife. I 
don't understand you; I confess that I don't 
understand you." 

"Women are difficult to understand," she 
answered. " I did like you better when you 
were poor, — when you were all my own. I was 
happy then." 

" But you will be happy now, when you have 
got over this." 

" I shall never get over it," she said, bitterly. 
" I shall never be really happy again. I would 
give ten years of my life to go back to those 
happy days when you came now and then and 
everything was bright and fresh and honest 
with us. I shall never feel quite honest again." 

" My dear, you take too exaggerated a view 
19 
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of the whole situation," he said, trying hard to 
make his tones patient 

" Perhaps I do. Let me alone, Laurie ; don't 
worry me any more while I am here; be my 
employer's son; let me remain your father's 
nurse. Then, when my last duty is over, I will 
go home and try to pull myself together again." 

So during the two days which followed they 
had no more interviews of this kind. She joined 
him at lunch and dinner, and during the rest of 
the day she kept as much as possible out of his 
way. 

Then the day of the funeral came. There 
were much coming to and fro, the arrival of 
many carriages, the scent of many flowers. 
There was singularly little grief. Laurence 
Murgatroyd's face was drawn and white, and 
the general verdict was that he was terribly cut 
up by his father's death. Of real mourners, 
however, Laurence was the only one, for the late 
John Murgatroyd had not been blessed with 
many relations, and those whom Providence had 
given him he had not assiduously cultivated. 
There were two distant cbusins of his late wife's, 
to each of whom he had left a trifling legacy, 
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but there was no train of grief-stricken women, 
and the only manifest sorrow during that sad 
ceremony was from the son who was the heir 
to everything and the nurse who had attended 
him during the past few weeks. 

There were the customary baked meats on 
their return to the house after the ceremony, a 
dismal feast, at which Laurence Murgatroyd 
presided, and at which, naturally enough, Marion 
was not present. The company was solemnly 
decorous, and the talk ran mostly on agricultural 
subjects. Then one by one they filed away, and 
Laurence Murgatroyd, the two cousins, the rec- 
tor, the doctor, and a few others interested in 
the will, passed into the library to hear the final 
disposition of John Murgatroyd's worldly be- 
longings. 

Nobody had anything to say. It was a natural 
thing that Laurence Murgatroyd, being the elder 
son, and having been most with his father, 
should inherit the major part of the property. 
Those who knew anything about Geoflfrey shook 
their heads and looked wise when they realized 
how completely the dead man had clipped his 
wings. 
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"Very wise," said the rector to his nearest 
neighbor. " Geoffrey was always a sad scamp. 
It would have been quite within the bounds of 
possibility for our poor friend to have made him 
the heir. He was set upon Laurence marrying 
money, and it was indeed the grief of the later 
years of his life that he could not persuade him 
to do so. I am sure it is a most merciful thing 
that everything is comfortably arranged and dis- 
posed of." 

The general verdict about Laurence Murga- 
troyd was one of satisfaction that his father had 
left him the bulk of his property. 

" Oh, yes," said one to the other, " there is 
another son, a younger son, — sl sad scamp, I 
believe. So sensible of John Murgatroyd to 
leave him enough to keep him out of the work- 
house and to be paid in that way. Very, very 
sensible. Of course a hard-headed man like that, 
who has made his own fortune, generally does 
sensible things. Oh, yes, Laurence was always 
a great comfort to him. I'm sure it's to be 
hoped that he will leave the army and settle 
down at the Park : he will be a great acquisition 
to the county." 
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" Especially if he marries one of the county's 
daughters, eh?" said one facetious listener. 

" The owner of Murgatroyd Park will marry 
as a matter of course," was the withering re- 
sponse. 

However, this is straying away from the point 
nearest to hand. Immediately after the reading 
of the will William took an opportunity of 
whispering to his master that Nurse Marion was 
leaving by the five-thirty train. 

" She mustn't go without my seeing her," said 
Laurence Murgatroyd, hastily. " Ask her to 
come to me in the library." 

" You will go straight back to Hollow Cot- 
tage?" he said to her, when they were alone 
together. 

" I am going to London to-night, Laurence," 
she said. " I cannot possibly get down to Blank- 
shire to-night." 

"No, no, dearest, certainly not; to-morrow 
you will go down there. To-night you had bet- 
ter sleep at the Burlington : you will find it very 
comfortable and absolutely all right." 

" Is it not a little fashionable for me?" 

"Not at all" 
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" I have only my uniform clothes with me. 
Don't you think I had better go to one of the 
railway hotels?" 

" No ; I think you will find the Burlington 
the most comfortable. Why can't you change 
your things in the train? You could get a car- 
riage to yourself." 

" Because I have brought nothing else." 

"Oh, well, it doesn't matter. There's no 
harm in your nurse's uniform. You had much 
better go to a hotel which I know: I should 
much prefer it. And I shall leave this to-mor- 
row, or next day at the very latest, and shall go 
straight home to Hollow Cottage." 

" Very well. By the bye, you haven't paid me 
my wages," she said. 

He laughed aloud and pulled out his pocket- 
book. " Will fifty pounds do you?" 

" Oh, I don't want so much." 

" Oh, you had much better take it. One never 
knows when the necessity for money arises : it 
won't hurt you to have it with you." 

So she took the money and bade him 
good-by. 

" Kiss me," he said, imperatively. 
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She turned her face on one side. " I would 
radier not here; it is not safe." 

" Nonsense! kiss me at once," he exclaimed, 
with imperative aflfection. 

She looked at him doubtfully for a moment, 
then with a choking sob she flung her arms 
round his neck and strained him to her. " Good- 
by, my Laurence, good-by," she said. " I am 
very, very unhappy; try to think kindly of me." 

" One would think," said he, looking fondly 
down upon her, " that we were parting forever. 
But, dearest, think, this is the last time that you 
shall go away by yourself. God bless you, my 
wife, my sweetheart! I shall count the hours 
until I see you again." 

He let her go with a pang. It was all wrong 
that she, the real mistress of the house, should 
go out in such guise, unattended, to face a dark 
journey alone. However, he consoled himself 
by the remembrance that it was for the last time, 
and set to work with a will so to arrange matters 
that he could leave Murgatroyd Park at the 
earliest possible moment to join his wife at Hol- 
low Cottage. 

It was, however, on the evening of the third 
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day that he walked through the winter darkness 
along the deserted road to the little cottage 
which they called home. No lights were burn- 
ing, save one at the side of the house. Laurence 
Murgatroyd rang the bell and thumped hard 
upon the panels of the door, and after a minute 
or so Simmons came hastily out and flung open 
the door with a surprised " Dear me, is it you, 
sir!" 

" Yes, it is I. I'm cold and tired, Simmons. 
How are you? I suppose I needn't ask if your 
mistress is in?" 

Simmons fell back a step or so. " Lor', sir," 
she said, " the missis ain't here. Missis haven't 
been back since the night you first telegraphed 
for her." 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE EMPTY SHELL 

When the old servant asserted in simple ac- 
cents of whose truth there was no doubt that her 
mistress had not been at Hollow Cottage since 
she had left it in reply to a summons by tele- 
graph, Laurence Murgatroyd staggered into the 
house with a dreadful sense upon him that some 
awful catastrophe had happened. 

" Not here !" he exclaimed, incredulously. 

" No, sir ; and Fve never set eyes on her since 
she got your telegram nearly three months ago." 

" But, my good woman, I parted from your 
mistress only three days ago. She was coming 
straight home. I had business, and promised to 
follow her yesterday or to-day." 

"Was that in London, sir?" Simmons in- 
quired. 

" No, not in London ; in Westshire. She had 
been down to nurse my father. She was coming 
here by way of London." 

"Dear, dear," said Simmons, then added a 
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polite remark to the eflfect that she hoped the old 
gentleman was better. 

" Yes, yes," said Laurence, impatiently, " yes, 
he's better — ^at least, I mean, he's dead. My 
wife remained until the funeral was over. 
Something must have happened to her in Lon- 
don. I must go back at once." 

" You'll let me toss up a bit of dinner for you, 
sir, before you go," cried Simmons, aghast. " I 
have a bit of beefsteak in the house that I in- 
tended for my own dinner to-morrow, and I 
could make you an omelet." 

" No, no," he cried, impatiently ; " I cannot 
waste time here. I must get on." 

" Are you going to London, sir?" 

" Yes ; I must get up without delay." 

" You can't get up till there's a train, you 
know, sir," said she, sensibly. "The mail at 
nine o'clock would stop for you if you ran back 
to the station now and sent a message." 

"Is that so?" 

" Certainly it is. If you run back now and 
catch the station-master, I will have your dinner 
nearly ready by the time you are home again. 
Now do, sir. There never was any good yet in 
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doing things in a hurry. You can't catch a train 
before the mail, not if it was ever so; you 
couldn't even get a special put on. So come 
back and get your dinner comfortably. It's not 
such a dinner as missis always had for you, but 
it's the best I can do on the spur of the moment." 

Thus adjured, Murgatroyd took his way back 
along the darksome road. His brain was on 
fire, his head in a whirl ; yet his faith and trust 
in Marion never wavered for a moment. Some 
accident had happened to her in London ; either 
she had slipped in crossing the road, or she had 
fallen down some steps, or been taken suddenly 
ill on her journey. He would find her at some 
hospital ; of that there could be no doubt. Of 
course he had had a shock, almost a fright, at 
finding that sh6 was not at Hollow Cottage. 
His first impulse had been to run out again into 
the dark night and attempt to find her; but the 
old woman, who was a shrewd old thing and 
kindly, had known better than he had done. Her 
advice had been good, and he was glad that he 
had been sufficiently calm and collected to fol- 
low it. 

The station-master was just leaving the office 



i88 THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

for his house when Laurence Murgatroyd 
walked in. 

" Is it true, station-master," he said, " that 
you can stop the mail — ^the London mail — by 
wire?" 

" Oh, yes, certainly, sir. Do you wish to go 
to London by the mail ?" 

" I do, on most urgent business." 

" She passes at nine-fifteen. You will make 
sure to be in time, for we are barely allowed a 
minute for getting in any passenger that we 
have." 

" I will be here at nine o'clock sharp," said 
Murgatroyd. 

"Will you have any luggage?" the station- 
master asked. 

" Nothing more than this portmanteau. That 
can be very easily disposed of." 

" Very good, sir. I will send the wire off at 
once." 

Laurence Murgatroyd slipped something yel- 
low and shining into the station-master's hand. 
Being an official of considerable importance, he 
demurred a moment at taking it, but Laurence 
turned to him and said, " Pray oblige me by 
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accepting it. You don't know what it will be to 
me to get to London by that train. Thank you 
very much. I will be here at nine sharp." 

Then he went off down the dark road again, 
and in due course reached Hollow Cottage. 

It presented this time a very different appear- 
ance. Lights streamed from the dining-room 
windows, and a fire was cheerfully blazing in 
the grate. The cloth was laid for dinner, and 
Laurence could smell that it was in course of 
preparation. Simmons did not keep him wait- 
ing long. She apologized for the smallness of 
the steak. 

" You see, sir," she said, " a steak for three 
is one thing, and a steak for a lonely body like 
me is another. But it's tender, and that's what 
everybody couldn't say of their steaks." 

" Oh, no, it smells delicious ; and I am fright- 
fully hungry, Simmons," Murgatroyd replied. 

" I had a few cold potatoes by me," she ex- 
plained, lifting the cover off a savory-smelling 
dish, "and I fried them up. Really, it is 
scrapped up out of odds and ends, but I hope 
you'll be able to get a meal off it." 

" Oh, it's a dinner fit for a king !" he cried. 
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He was quite cheerful at the prospect of going 
back to London to find his wife. That was 
characteristic of Laurence Murgatroyd's nature; 
he was happy-go-lucky to the last degree. What 
he wished to believe he did believe, and he never 
accepted failure until failure was so positive that 
only an imbecile could have had doubt about it. 
He enjoyed his dinner thoroughly, voted the 
bit of beefsteak perfection and the fried potatoes 
a dream, ate the whole of the omelet, and sat 
down by the fire with a pipe afterwards in as 
well-satisfied a frame of mind as any man could 
desire. 

It never occurred to him until he was actually 
in the train for London that if an accident had 
happened to his wife she would certainly have 
contrived to let him know sooner than this. If 
she had been knocked down by a cab, or had 
fallen, or had otherwise sustained injury, surely, 
immediately on coming back to her senses, she 
would have asked the hospital people to let him 
know without the delay of an hour. 

It is a long journey from Blankshire to Lon- 
don, and Laurence Murgatroyd had ample time 
for reflection before he reached the great 
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metropolis. By the time he got to King's Cross 
he was torn between two opinions: first, that 
she might have been very seriously injured and 
was lying unconscious in some hospital; sec- 
ondly, that, for some undefined reason, she was 
purposely hiding herself from him. Truth to 
tell, he was more than half inclined to accept 
the latter of the two opinions as the right solu- 
tion of the mystery; for it came back to him 
that during the last few days at Murgatroyd 
Park Marion had been more than strange in her 
manner towards him. It would be natural that 
as a nurse she should be not a little upset at the 
sudden death of her patient, especially remem- 
bering that he had died in her absence and that 
death might not have occurred at all had she not 
left the house ; but that was no reason why she 
should so thoroughly take to heart the situation 
between them. For instance, she had spoken 
more than once as if something had happened 
which was unforgivable. Of course they had 
deceived the old gentleman, but then he had been 
unreasonable in his paternal demands, and 
Laurence felt that he had been in most ways so 
good a son that he need not now permit his con- 
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science to trouble him on the score of having 
pleased himself in the matter of his marriage. 
Of course, if Marion had made up her mind 
that she would set that as a barrier between 
them, they had not much chance of happiness for 
the future. She had said to him over and over 
again, " Oh, you know what I mean !" She had 
something on her mind, — ^there was no doubt 
about that, — something hypersensitive, some- 
thing distinctly exaggerated, something which 
would not, in the light of ordinary common 
sense, hold water. Was it possible that the 
foolish child meant to go back to her nursing, 
to the valiant task of earning her own living? 
He had heard of wives doing such things; at 
least he had read of it in novels. It seemed pre- 
posterous and absurd that his wife could want 
to do anything of that kind, or think of doing it; 
but then it was equally absurd, or if not actually 
absurd it was equally pitiful, that Marion should 
so bitterly reproach herself for such a trivial 
matter as having married him without his 
father's consent. 

It was close upon one o'clock when he arrived 
at King's Cross. He knew that it was no use 
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attempting anything like a search that night, so 
he went straight into the hotel and got to bed 
at once. He slept like the proverbial top, and 
by nine o'clock in the morning was up and 
dressed and impatiently awaiting his breakfast. 

Even then he had not made up his mind as to 
the best course that he could take ; and while he 
ate his fried fish and his bacon and eggs with the 
help of a friendly newspaper, he went over and 
over the whole circumstances of the situation 
and tried to judge best which of the courses that 
were open to him he ought to take. 

He might take a cab and go round all the Lon- 
don hospitals ; but, then, should he ask for Mrs. 
Murgatroyd, or for Mrs. West, or for Nurse 
Marion? He could not possibly go and ask for 
one after another : that would not do. Should 
he go to Paddington Station and try to find out 
whether any one remembered the arrival of a 
nurse in gray uniform by the nine o'clock train 
on the 14th instant? It was then the i8th of the 
month, — ^the i8th of December. The stations 
were already banning to show signs of Christ- 
mas traffic : he could hardly hope that any por- 
ter- would have* noticed her unless some very 
13 
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unusual circumstance had drawn his attention 
towards her. Of course there might be a letter 
or a telegram awaiting him at Murgatroyd 
Park; he had left home very early the previous 
morning, before the arrival of the post, not ex- 
pecting to receive any letter from Marion. It 
would be easy to send a wire there and find 
out whether any particular communication was 
awaiting him. 

He beckoned to a waiter and asked him to 
bring him a telegraph form. Without hesitation 
he addressed the message to William, the butler. 
" If any wire is awaiting me, send message on 
to my club without delay ; also any letters." 

He felt easier when that was done. At all 
events, he had done something. Then he 
finished his breakfast and concluded that he 
would take a cab down to Pall Mall and await 
the coming of William's reply. And then, when 
he was going up the steps of the palatial man- 
sion which gave him a London address, he re- 
membered that Murgatroyd Park was three and 
a half miles from Burghley. Three and a half 
miles with a hired conveyance — ^the kind of con- 
veyance that the post-office people would be 
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likely to get — did not mean receiving an answer 
within half an hour. The time was going by, 
and he was doing nothing, and all the while 
Marion might be in extremity. " By Jove," his 
thoughts ran, " I have a good mind to go to a 
private detective fellow. They're accustomed 
to ferreting things out ; I am not." 

He turned into the nearest room and took up 
the first paper that came to hand. " Mr. 
Searchem, Private Inquiry Agent, Pump Cham- 
bers." That sounded likely; possibly Mr. 
Searchem might help him. 

So Murgatroyd went down the great stone 
steps again and got into a passing cab. " Pump 
Chambers, Cistern Court; somewhere off the 
Strand," was his order. 

" Right you are, sir," responded the Jehu of 
the London gondola, cheerfully. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

RENUNCIATION 

Laurence Murgatroyd found that Mr. 
Searchem was at his office and disengaged, and 
he was forthwith shown up into his private 
room. He was a flabby-looking person, with a 
fatherly manner, and when he had heard what 
Murgatroyd desired of him, he gave him every 
hope that the matter would be speedily and easily 
arranged. 

" It is most extraordinary," said he, " how 
accidents and misconceptions do arise in Lon- 
don. There was a case the other day of a young 
lady who came to London on her honeymoon. 
Her husband had to go out on business, and she 
forgot the name of the hotel at which they were 
staying, — ^possibly she had never known it; at 
all events, she went out and could not find her 
way back again. One would think that her sim- 
plest plan would have been to telegraph home, 
telling them to wire back what hotel she had 
written from. Possibly she did not like to do 
196 . 
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this ; anyway, she wandered about the streets 
hour after hour, not daring to ask her way, not, 
indeed, knowing what way to ask. She had not 
much money with her, and at last she fell asleep 
upon a bench in the Bayswater Road. There a 
policeman found her, and to him she confided 
her story. He took her to the station, and the 
next morning she was restored to her husband, 
who had been wandering about half the night in 
search of her, imagining that she had com- 
mitted suicide or run away with somebody else, 
or something of the kind." 

" I am quite sure that my wife has not run 
away with anybody else," said Murgatroyd, with 
a confident laugh. " I think it most probable 
that she has met with an accident and is lying in 
some London hospital." 

" You were on good terms when you parted 
from her?" 

"My dear sir," said Murgatroyd, "I have 
never been on anything but good terms with my 
wife." 

" That is good hearing," said the private de- 
tective, brightly. He had his own theory on the 
subject, and his theory was certainly not that 
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Mrs. Murgatroyd had met with an accident. 
" If your wife had met with an accident and had 
recovered her senses, she would have communi- 
cated with you." 

" Yes, that is so. I have wired to my man- 
servant to find out whether there were any let- 
ters or message at home for me, bidding him 
send on letters or wire to me at once." 

" You have had no reply ?" 

" I could not have a reply. My place is several 
miles from a telegraph office. I must give them 
time to get the telegram to the house and back 
again." 

" And you would be addressed ?" 

" At my club." 

" If you have any letter or wire you will let 
me know at once?" 

" Certainly." 

" Well, my dear sir, I don't think that I can 
help you further at this moment. I will take 
steps to have all the police stations and hospitals 
searched. What was your wife wearing?" 

" Oh," — ^and then Laurence Murgatroyd 
stopped short and looked at his interlocutor, — 
" oh, well, the fact is, she was wearing a gray 
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dress and cloak, and a bonnet with a gray veil," 
he went on, rather lamely. 

"Gray dress — ^gray cloak — ^bonnet with a 
gray veil," repeated Mr. Searchem, then looked 
at Murgatroyd with a bland expression. " That 
sounds like a nurse's dress." 

" My wife was in nurse's dress. Look here; 
I'll tell you all about it. My father was a very 
rich man, and several years ago he made up his 
mind that I must marry a woman with money. 
I met my wife — ^at least my wife nursed me 
through a bad hunting accident, and, as I knew 
that it was perfectly hopeless to appeal to my 
father, I married her quietly. Well— er — I was 
staying with my father a few weeks ago, and he 
was taken ill. I couldn't get a nurse an)rwhere, 
— ^you know the dearth there has been, — ^and I 
wired to my wife to come as his nurse " 

"Oh, I see. And she did?" 

" Yes, she came." 

" And was the ruse successful?" 

" Not at first, — ^no. Then my father seemed 
to take to her. She was a perfect angel of pa- 
tience ^" 

" Of course," murmured Mr. Searchem. 
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" And he was very difficult to do for. And 
at last he got so that he would hardly have any- 
body else about him. But still we felt that it 
would never do to make him cognizant of our 
actual relations; in fact, he almost quarrelled 
with me because I would not propose to a certain 
lady, and I went back to my regiment, leaving 
my wife in charge of the case. And my father 
eventually died." 

"Did he die suddenly?" 

" Well, yes ; at least, it was almost sudden, 
but he was so very ill that it was little more than 
a question of time, according to his doctor. He 
had made a point of my wife's taking a drive 
every afternoon, and the under-keeper's mother, 
a very respectable person, sat with him while she 
was gone. She always stayed with him while 
my wife got her proper sleep, — or, I should more 
truly say, some sleep, — ^and that afternoon when 
she came in she found that he had sent the 
woman down to have tea in the hall. And when 
she came to look closer, she found that my 
father was dead." 

" I see. And you have come in for the 
property." 
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" I have come in for the bulk of the property. 
I am the elder son." 

" Then your wife left Murgatroyd Park be- 
fore you ?" 

" Yes; I wished to join her at home and to 
bring her back as my wife. I didn't see the 
necessity of servants and everybody knowing 
that she had been my wife all along." 

" Naturally not, very naturally not," said the 
detective, reflectively. " Was your wife much 
upset?" 

" Oh, frightfully so,— frightfully upset," re- 
turned Laurence, unhesitatingly. " She re- 
proached herself most bitterly that we had in a 
measure deceived the old man, and declared that 
she should never be happy again, and a good 
deal more to the same effect; of course, not as 
between her and me." 

"Naturally not," returned Mr. Searchem. 
" Well, Mr. Murgatroyd, I will do the best I 
can. If your wife is in London, I will guarantee 
that we shall find her. Possibly you will have a 
letter or a telegram during the course of the 
day, such as will set all your doubts and fears at 
rest. I hope so, I am sure; with all my heart I 
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hope so. And be sure that you let me know if 
you do have any news. And if I want you, 
where shall I find you ?" 

" At the Army and Navy Club." 

Mr. Searchem deliberately wrote down the 
address. " Well, remember that in affairs of 
this kind moments are worth their weight in 
gold, if I may use that expression, and I will 
trust you not to leave your club too long un- 
visited, so that any information may reach me 
as soon as possible. Good-morning, good-mom- 
mg. 

When Laurence Murgatroyd got back to his 
club, he found a telegram awaiting him from 
William at Murgatroyd Park. It ran as fol- 
lows : " No wire received. Several letters for- 
warded to Army and Navy Club." 

By that time it was approaching the luncheon- 
hour, and Laurence Murgatroyd, having put the 
telegram into an envelope, sent it off by special 
messenger to Mr. Searchem in Cistern Court. 
Then he ordered his luncheon and set himself to 
await the arrival of the country post. 

Evidently William must have sent the letters 
to be posted in Burghley at the same time as the 
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telegram had been returned from Murgatroyd 
Park, for between four and five o'clock he turned 
listlessly into the club again and found that some 
letters had just arrived. There were half a dozen 
or so of unpromising-looking envelopes, and one 
in a square plain envelope, which he seized with 
a great throb at his heart, for the handwriting 
upon it was Marion's. 

In order to read the letters better he had 
turned into the smoking-room, and he sank into 
the first easy-chair that he saw. Then he took 
out a closely written sheet and began to read. 
It began, " My dear Laurence," a circumstance 
which in itself was sufficient to make him catch 
his breath and sit up straight in the great loung- 
ing-chair, as if he had come face to face with a 
situation of great gravity and danger. 

" My dear Laurence," it said, — 

"I feel that an apology is due to you for 
having left Murgatroyd Park without telling 
you what my plans were for the future, for let- 
ting you think that I intended to return to Hol- 
low Cottage and wait there till you should join 
me. My dear Laurence, for you and me there 
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can be no future, no meeting, no an3rthing but 
separation and, if possible, forgetfulness. I 
tried so hard to tell you all that was in my mind 
before I left your father's house. You would 
not understand me, although my meaning must 
have been as clear to you as it was to me. Why 
why did you pretend, when I told you that I 
could never be happy again, that you did not 
know what I meant ? Laurence, when you came 
to Murgatroyd Park, taking advantage of my 
absence as you did, you as surely killed your 
father as if you had given him poison or struck 
him his death-blow. When you blew the light 
out and thrust me on one side, did you tor one 
moment believe that I did not recognize you? 
Surely that is incredible. You put out the light 
of my life when you put out that telltale candle. 
When you thrust me on one side, you thrust me 
out of your heart forever. I will not reproach 
you, for I know that you had my welfare at 
heart as much as your own, but you must see 
how impossible it is for us to think of living to- 
gether with such a secret between us. So I am 
going away right out of your life, where you 
will never see or hear of me again. Pray do not 



RENUNCIATION 205 

i 

look for me or in any way try to coax me back; 
I could never, never come. I saved you by put- 
ting the keys back again, but it is the last service 
that I shall ever render you. My heart is full to 
breaking, my head on fire, my eyes burning as 
,though they would never, never close again. 
Oh, Laurence, why, why did you do this hideous 
thing ? No money was worth it. I thought you 
cared for me for myself; I find that you can 
oiily care for me second to your father's money. 
If ever a heart was broken, you have broken 
mine ! and not only my heart, Laurence, but my 
joy of life, my faith, all that went to make the 
sum of my earthly happiness. I am going to a 
life of hard work, of ceaseless toil, of utter and 
entire self-renunciation. I shall try, in the hard 
path of duty, to forget the dream that I once 
had of happiness that was too beautiful for this 
cruel and disappointing world. I have loved 
you heart and soul; surely I have no need to 
prove it to you. By the memory of that love I 
entreat you to let me pass out of your life now, 
as if I had never been. Knowing what we do 
know, we could never, never be happy : so that 
our only chance of finding happiness is to put 
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land and sea between us, so that we may never 
meet again. I feel this is the only way by which 
one or both of us may find happiness, or, if not 
happiness, the peace of oblivion. Oh, Laurie, 
Laurie, why did you do it? why did you do it? 
I would have borne so much for you, — ^poverty, 
privation, obscurity,— everything except dis- 
honor. 

" Your wife, 

" Marion." 



CHAPTER XIX 

REFLECTION 

When Laurence Murgatroyd came to the end 
of the letter, signed " Your wife, Marion," the 
whole truth lay as clearly planned out before 
him as a printed page. So this was the meaning 
of it all. This was why she had declared that 
she could never be happy again; this was the 
cause of her distress and of her wan looks. It 
was characteristic of Murgatroyd that he was 
not in the least annoyed or angry. The first in- 
stinct of some men would have been one of pain 
or anger that a wife could so mistake the nobility 
of her husband's character. Not so Murga- 
troyd. To him the situation was absolutely 
natural, and one of his first thoughts was that 
her attitude was perfectly justifiable. The ques- 
tion was where and how soon he could find her. 

He glanced at his watch. Fifteen minutes 
past five. Well, he would run down to Pump 
Chambers and try to catch old Searchem before 
he shut up shop for the day. No sooner said 

»7 
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than done. He went out of the club and hailed 
a cab, bidding the man drive like fury to the 
detective's office. 

Fortunately, Mr. Searchem had not yet de- 
parted from his business quarters. " You have 
news, Mr. Murgatroyd?" he inquired, as Lau- 
rence went in. 

" Well, yes, I have news, Mr. Searchem ; that 
is to say, I have had a letter from my wife." 

"And no accident has happened to her?" 

" None." 

" And she has gone home?" 

" No; and the worst of it is, I don't know 
where she has gone." 

" You had better show me the letter." 

"I don't think I can do that," said Lau- 
rence. 

Mr. Searchem sat back in his chair with a re- 
signed air. " Oh, well, of course, if you are only 
going to tell your legar adviser half a story, it 
is useless to expect any great result out of our 
consultations." 

" It's not that," said Laurence, stirring un- 
easily in his chair, " it's not that at all, but the 
letter deals with family matters, which I Jiave 
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no right to divulge. I will read you everything 
that she says about herself and her pla^s. With 
regard to me she is under an entire misapprehen- 
sion. Her present intention is, poor child, to try 
to forget me in the hard path of duty. I had an 
idea that the duty of a wife was with her hus- 
band, but no doubt I was absolutely wrong. In 
any case my duty is to find her with as little de- 
lay as possible. Where she is going, what she is 
going to do, I cannot imagine." 
" Had she any money with her ?" 
" Oh, yes, she had money, but nothing in the 
way of capital." 

"Had Mrs. Murgatroyd any relatives?" 
" Well, yes, but I have never seen any of them 
or had any communication with any of them. 
You see, our marriage was a dead secret. She 
has a sister, I think, married to a clergyman, 
but upon my soul I can't give you the ad- 
dress, though I might find it among my wife's 
papers in Blankshire; she has another sister 
in Russia, but I can't give you her address 
either." 

" Russia? Oh, she wouldn't go there." 
" She has another sister in Australia," 
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" Australia ! What does she do ? What docs 
the one in Russia do?" 

" The one in Russia is governess to a Prince 
Somebody; the one in Australia is a nurse, and 
runs a nursing establishment of her own." 

" That is where your wife has gone. Had 
she enough money?" 

" I'm sure I don't know. What does the pas- 
sage cost ?" 

" It would depend upon whether she went out 
first- or second-class or steerage, or whether she 
got a free passage out for her services on the 
journey; but that's where your wife has gone." 

" By Jove, I shouldn't wonder !" ejaculated 
Murgatroyd. " And, by Jove, you know, when 
you come to think of it, that is shaking the dust 
of her connection off her feet in no half-hearted 
sort of way." 

" And you seem to admire her the more for 
it," said the inquiry agent, in not a little amuse- 
ment. 

" Well, do you know, I think if I could ex- 
plain the whole circumstances to you you would 
admire her as much as I do. She was perfectly 
right, knowing— or rather thinking — ^what she 
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does, to go off and leave me. I admire her, by 
Jove, more than ever I did." 

" You don't know, I suppose, what part of 
Australia Mrs. Murgatroyd's sister is in?" 

" Oh, yes, I do : she's in Sydney." 

" In Sydney. Oh, well, then, I think that nar- 
rows down our task into very small limits. I 
am very much obliged to you for letting me have 
the news so quickly. Are you remaining in 
London?" 

" Yes : I shall stay until I get definite orders 
to go elsewhere." 

" But — ^your regimental orders, — ^are you free 
of them?" 

" Oh, well, as to that, I am all right for a few 
days at all events, and if the worst comes to the 
worst I can go and make a clean breast of the 
whole thing to my colonel. It is true that he 
might think that I had invented a wife for the 
occasion, but, on the other hand, he's a very 
good chap, and I don't think he'd cut up rough 
and refuse me extra leave. If he were to do so 
I should, of course, send in my papers at once 
and chuck the service." 

" Well, then," said Mr, Searchem, " I will 
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wire to you at your club if I have any need of 
you. You can do nothing more to-night. My 
men will go down and keep an eye on the P. & 
O. boats ; only, as I said before, don't stay too 
long at a time away from your club: I might 
want you at any moment** 

Laurence Murgatroyd was not nearly so un- 
easy or unhappy as he drove back along the 
Strand ; indeed, his mind was more full of ad- 
miration of Mr. Searchem than of anxiety about 
Marion. He was sorry, of course, that she had 
been upset and made unhappy on his account, but 
he knew that as soon as they met he could put all 
that right at once and forever. Of course 
Searchem would set his myrmidons to work, 
and Marion, poor child, would be run to earth, 
or, more properly speaking, to water, just when 
she was flattering herself that her scheme for 
absconding was working perfectly. Then they 
would wire to him, and he would fly down and 
bring her safely back again, and try to make her 
forget that any trouble had ever parted them. 
Poor little woman, it was rough luck that such 
a dreadful suspicion of him should have got into 
her mind right on the top of their wonderful 



REFLECTION 213 

good fortune! Of course she ought to have 
known him better than to think that he would 
go interfering with the dear old man's papers 
or try to tamper with his will in any way. Of 
course had she known that blackguard Geoffrey 
she would have realized in an instant that she 
was mistaking one brother for the other. 

He lay back in the easy-running cab and gave 
himself up to a curious train of thought. How 
strange it was that he and Geoffrey should be so 
like and yet so unlike each other ! What an un- 
mitigated blackguard Geoffrey had always been ! 
Laurence Murgatroyd believed confidently that 
if there were ninety-nine ways of doing the 
same thing right, and only one way of doing it 
wrong, his brother Geoffrey would unerringly 
and without hesitation choose the wrong one out 
of the hundred. He had always been the same 
from his cradle upward, — 3, bad hat, an in- 
grained blackguard, an unmitigated scoundrel. 
So he had broken his compact with his father, 
had returned from Australia, had made his way 
home, — ^probably having watched Marion safely 
out of the way,— had crept into the house, and 
had ransacked his father's private safe. Of 
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course he had been after their mother's dia- 
monds, and would probably have secured them 
but for Marion's timely entrance. They, how- 
ever, were safe enough. 

Then a sudden thought occurred to Laurence, 
such as made him sit bolt upright in the cab 
with a jerk that caused the horse to go skeltering 
on as if it had had a cut with the whip. What 
if his father's death was, as Marion had sug- 
gested, due to the sudden appearance of his 
wastrel son upon the scene? For several years 
the dear old man had not spoken of Geoffrey 
except as an incubus for whose daily bread he 
must provide. He had never, since he packed 
him off to Australia, expressed the slightest de- 
sire to see him or to communicate with him. 
Murgatroyd well remembered the very last time 
that his father had spoken of Geoffrey to him. 
It was when Geoffrey had written home asking 
for an increase of his allowance of four hundred 
a year, and Laurence, after reading the letter, 
touched perhaps by some kindred feeling, had 
said to his father, " Well, sir, this business he 
speaks of might be the making of him ; you are 
very rich; a hundred or two more or less is 
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nothing to you; why don't you give him a little 
more ?" He could see as if it had been yesterday 
the fury with which the old man had turned upon 
him. " Bad he is," he thundered ; " bad he was 
in the beginning, and bad he will be to the end. 
He is his mother's son, and it is for that reason 
alone that I have undertaken to do as much as I 
do for him. It's all very well for you, Laurie, 
to suggest giving in to his demands ; you don't 
know the value of money ; you've never had to 
make it : I have. I know a scoundrel, too, when 
I see one, and my vision isn't blinded because he 
happens to be my own flesh and blood, my own 
son. A man can't starve on four hundred a 
year; there's many a decent family bred and 
brought up on it. It is just four hundred a year 
too much to waste, and I feel in giving Geoffrey 
as much and in having willed him as much for 
the term of his natural life that I am taking four 
hundred golden pounds a year out of the mouths 
of honest people. Don't speak of Geoffrey to 
me again. There's no sickly sentimentality 
about me, Laurie: I've done my duty by him, 
and when my duty is done, that's everything." 
So Geoffrey had broken bonds and come back 
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again ! And what if his coming had been his 
father's death-blow? what if there had been an 
altercation between them, — a, fight for those 
keys which Marion spoke of as having put back 
again? Put back again! did she mean into his 
father's pocket? What if there had been an 
altercation, — a, struggle? It made Murga- 
troyd's very heart stand still to think of it. He 
forgot all about Marion in the excitement of the 
moment; that he knew would come right, but 
the dead once passed can never by skill of man 
or power of wealth be brought back again. No, 
not all the regret, devotion, tenderness, misery, 
of which the human heart is capable, can bring 
back the spirit which has flown, the light which 
has gone out of the eyes forever. 



CHAPTER XX 

A CLUE 

When Murgatroyd reached his club once 
more, he only stayed the cab a moment to in- 
quire whether any letters or telegrams were 
awaiting him ; then he drove straight on to his 
rooms hard by in Duke Street to dress for din- 
ner. He was back again at the club before half- 
past seven, and there he lingered, although he 
had several tempting offers to accompany men 
to theatres, until bedtime. 

The first thing in the morning, after Ke had 

disposed of his breakfast, he went off to Pump 

Chambers again, but Mr. Searchem was not 

there. He had been there that morning, the 

clerk told him, but he had gone out on important 

business, and had left word that he was not 

likely to be in before twelve o'clock. It was 

then a little after half-past ten : so Murgatroyd 

went back to the club, just to make sure that he 

was not wanted, and then betook himself off 

westward. There he fell in with a brother offi- 
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cer on leave, who insisted on his going in to 
lunch at the Albemarle. 

" I really don't think I ought," said Murga- 
troyd, having it on his mind that he must not 
stay away too long from the Rag. " I am ex- 
pecting a letter of considerable importance at 
my club, and I promised not to be away too 
long." 

" But, my dear chap, how long is it since you 
were there?" 

" Oh, I looked in about eleven o'clock." 

" Well, you must have your food ; you must 
eat. I declare I won't let you off. Besides, what 
earthly business can you have of such importance 
as that?" 

"Well, I have," said Murgatroyd, quietly, 
" and it is of deadly importance. However, I 
will come and lunch with you, old chap; it's 
very kind of you to ask me. But won't you 
change your mind and come down and lunch 
with me in Pall Mall?" 

" No, I can't : I have asked a chap to lunch 
with me at the Albemarle, so I can't; thanks all 
the same. By the bye, if you are so imeasy, 
why don't you send a messenger down and say 
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that any message sent to the club is to be for- 
warded ?" 

" I might do that," said Murgatroyd, catching 
at the idea. " Really, it's an important matter, 
or I wouldn't make such a fuss about it." 

" By the bye, old chap," said his friend, as 
they turned into the hotel, " you needn't bother 
to send a messenger ; you can telephone, and if 
anything is wanted they can telephone to you 
here : you will know within a few minutes." 

Their party was supplemented by yet another 
guest ere they began luncheon, and Murgatroyd 
was seemingly in the gayest and wildest of 
spirits. Nobody would have suspected that he 
was in the most deadly anxiety about his wife; 
and yet in his heart he knew that he had never 
been less gay in his life. Over and over again 
before his mind there came a vision called up by 
Marion's letter, a vision of his brother Geof- 
frey stealing into his old father's bedroom, 
struggling with him for the keys of the safe, of 
his father's last moments, of Marion's anguish 
and distress of mind, thinking that he, her hus- 
band, had done this hideous wrong to the father 
he loved. 
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" Old chap," said his host at last, " I can't 
tell what has come to you; you're very unlike 
yourself. What's the matter ?" 

"The matter? Nothing," answered Lau- 
rence. " What should make you think an)rthing 
was the matter, Jessamy?" 

" I don't know," said Jessamy, " but you 
seem very unlike yourself; that's all." 

" Ah, that's likely enough ; we are all unlike 
ourselves at times. One's self is, as a rule, a 
dull, morose, sordid, imlucky wight, whom no- 
body wants to be like." 

" I don't think that can apply to you, my 
dear chap," said Jessamy, who had heard of 
his guest's recent accession to enormous wealth. 

"Ah, my dear fellow, you never know 
which of your friends given instances apply to. 
— Eh? what do you say, waiter?" 

"Telephone message for you, sir," said the 
waiter, imperturbably. 

" Yes ? — Oh, Jessamy, excuse me a moment, 
will you?" 

After all, the message was a very simple 
affair, and only informed Murgatroyd that a 
telegram had arrived for him at the club and 
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was being despatched to the Albemarle by special 
messenger. 

It is not a very far cry from Pall Mall to the 
Albemarle, and in the course of a quarter of an 
hour or so the same waiter brought the message 
to Murgatroyd. He asked permission by a look 
to open it. The message was brief, but what it 
lacked in length was made up by the startling 
quality of its contents. It said, " Sailed for 
Sydney yesterday morning. See me without 
delay." 

Murgatroyd thrust the message into his 
pocket. "Jessamy," he said, "you must ex- 
cuse me for leaving you. I have got a most 
urgent telegram from my man of business, — 
the one I have been waiting for all the morning. 
You will excuse me, old chap, I know. I have 
a lot of business on hand just now, as you can 
imagine." 

" My dear fellow," said Jessamy, with the ut- 
most complaisance, " I understand perfectly. 
Good luck, old chap, whatever it is." 

So Murgatroyd went tearing away down the 
Strand again, and this time he found Mr. 
Searchem at home. 
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" I was sorry not to be here this morning 
when you came," he said, motioning to his client 
to be seated ; " I was extremely busy on a case 
of great importance. Well, Mr. Murgatroyd, 
I told you that we should find the lady if she was 
in London. We have not found her in London, 
but we have her safe on board the Orient." 

" But I shall have to go to Australia after 
her!" 

" Not at all. If you start on Monday for 
Brindisi you will be able to catch her there and 
bring her back with you." 

" Oh, by Jove, I forgot all about that. That's 
a splendid idea. I shall have to get foreign 
leave, though. Well, that must be managed. 
I shall have to go down to Blankshire to-night 
and get the colonel to manage it for me : beastly 
difficult getting foreign leave, especially at this 
time of year, at such short notice too. However, 
I must get him to work it somehow. You are 
quite sure that it is my wife on board the 
Orient?"' 

"As sure as I am that I am sitting at this 
table this moment," said Mr. Searchem, em- 
phatically. " She is booked as Nurse West, has 
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gone in charge of a lady to Brindisi only, and 
I have reason to believe that the quid pro quo is 
a second-class fare to Sydney.'^ 

Murgatroyd rapped out a sharp and ugly 
word at the idea of his wife travelling second- 
class. However, it was no use thinking about 
that now, and he turned his attention to a more 
vital matter. 

" You are sure I shall catch the P. & O. boat 
at Brindisi?" 

" Well, as sure as one can be of anything. 
The mail is run in connection with the boat, and 
you may be pretty sure that the mail will take 
care to catch the steamer. If any extraordinary 
accident should happen, of course that can't be 
helped ; but I am as sure as one can be of any- 
thing in this uncertain world." 

" Then I take it that my only course is to see 
that I get myself to Brindisi in time," said Mur- 
gatroyd. " That means that I must leave Lon- 
don at once. I must get back to my regiment, 
see my commanding officer; and, by Jove, I 
should have liked to see my lawyer if I could, 
but that's impossible. I can^t do everything, and 
stopping my wife from taking this journey is 
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the most important of all. By the bye, I will 
write out a cheque for you now, Mr. Searchem, 
if you will give me a pen." 

" I prefer cheques when business is satisfac- 
torily concluded," said Mr. Searchem. " No," 
putting up his hand, " I know that it is not the 
usual thing with members of my profession; 
they like money when they can get it ; but when 
I started private work I said to myself, 
' Searchem, you know you're a first-class man, 
you know there's nobody in Scotland Yard can 
touch you, and you can be quite satisfied with 
the money you have earned.' I have never found 
that I have lost by that sort of thing," he went 
on. " Do your work well, and as a rule you will 
not find that clients are inclined to grudge ex- 
penditure that has brought them the exact return 
they sought." 

" My dear sir," said Murgatroyd, opening his 
cheque-book out upon the table, " you shall have 
your way and I will have mine. I will pay half 
the sum I agreed upon yesterday, and I will pay 
the other half when I come back to London with 
my wife. I must confess that I had no idea that 
you would be able to trace her as expeditiously 
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as you have done. I sat at my breakfast two 
mornings ago wondering what on earth I should 
do to find her. It was like looking for the 
proverbial needle in the proverbial bundle of 
hay, — and, by Jove, without knowing whether 
the needle was in the bundle or not !" 

He wrote out the cheque, and then shook 
hands with Mr. Searchem warmly. Five min- 
utes later he was bowling up the Strand again, 
and by five o'clock he was in the train speeding 
north. 

He reached Blankhampton barracks soon after 
ten o'clock, and found on inquiry that his colo- 
nel was dining at mess and that there were no 
guests. Thereupon he sent a note to his com- 
manding officer, asking if he could see him im- 
mediately on business of the utmost importance 
and urgency. The colonel, recognizing the 
seriousness of his tone, sent word to say that he 
would see him in his own quarters if he would 
be there in five minutes. So Murgatroyd, 
having used the five minutes in order to wash a 
little of the travel dust off him, went round to 
the colonel's quarters and promptly made a clean 
breast of the entire situation to him. 
15 
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"You say she's a lady?" said the colonel, 
who was a bachelor, and not over-sjrmpathetic 
to subalterns' marriages. 

" To the tips of her fingers, sir,— out-and-out 
lady, and as good as gold. And it's just a ques- 
tion, sir, of my chucking up my commission or 
being able to go to Brindisi to stop her and bring 
her back." 

" I don't quite understand why she has started 
on this wild-goose chase," said the colonel. 

" Well, sir, that's just what I can't explain to 
you. A circumstance happened in which my 
wife mistook my brother for me. She had never 
seen my brother, and there is a very strong like- 
ness between us, — as far as looks go. I can't 
explain what that circumstance was, even to 
you, sir: it was pretty discreditable. My 
brother never did an3rthing that was a credit to 
anybody in his life, and I don't suppose he ever 
will. At all events, my wife, believing that it 
was I, cleared out to the other side of the world 
rather than have anything more to do with me. 
Of course, sir, it was not very flattering, and 
some people might say that she ought to have 
known me better. At the same time, it only 
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proves to me how straight and honest a woman 
she is. I take it, sir, that only a good woman 
would have deliberately cut herself off for the 
sake of a matter of honor from everything that 
made life pleasant and prosperous to her." 

"There's reason in that," said the colonel, 
who prided himself on the justness of his mind 
and the equity of his judgment. "Well, of 
course, as you well know, I can't give you 
foreign leave; but look here, I will give you a 
note to the general, and do you go and see him 
the first thing in the morning. It isn't necessary 
to tell him everything. I will tell him that I 
am perfectly satisfied with your reasons, which 
are most urgent ones connected with your 
family." 

He looked at Murgatroyd and drew a blot- 
ting-pad towards him. 

"Thank you, sir, with all my heart," said 
Murgatroyd, gratefully. " I shall never forget 
your kindness, sir. I was really quite desperate 
when I came down. I have had a good deal to 
try me of late.*' 

" I am sure you have," said the colonel, sym- 
pathetically, as he hastily scrawled the note. 
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" Now, I think that you will find that General 
Harrison will put no difficulty in your way." 

General Harrison, as it proved, had been very 
correctly gauged by Murgatroyd's commanding 
officer, and the following morning Murgatroyd 
went back to London, happy in the possession 
of a fortnight's foreign leave. He was not par- 
ticularly pinched for time, being, indeed, a day 
in advance of the one on which he must have 
started to catch the boat at Brindisi. He de- 
cided, however, to start at once,- so that he might 
be in the town when the ship arrived in port. 
He went round to his club for the last time, and 
the first thing that greeted him was the an- 
nouncement from the hall porter that a telegram 
was awaiting him. 

With trembling fingers he opened it. It was 
from William at Murgatroyd Park. 

" Mr. Geoffrey," the message said, " arrived 
this morning, and is here now. Will you please 
give me instructions?" 



CHAPTER XXI 

DEPENDENCE FOREVER 

When Murgatroyd grasped the meaning of 
the butler's telegram, his first impulse was to go 
straight off to Murgatroyd Park and arrange 
matters once for all. It is an old saying that 
second thoughts are best, and right on the heels 
of his first impulse came the reflection that 
nothing at that moment was of such vital im- 
portance to him as to catch the Orient at Brin- 
disi. He therefore despatched an answer to 
William for which two words sufficed. They 
were, " Do nothing." Then he set about his 
preparations for the journey as if no such news 
had reached him. 

" I suppose," his thoughts ran, as he found 
himself in the train speeding towards Dover, 
" that Geoffrey thinks he is going to quarter 
himself upon me for the rest of his life. Well, 
Master Geoffrey has made a mistake; I mean 
to have as little as possible to do with him. I 
dare say he thinks, now that the dear old 
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man has gone, that the embargo about keep- 
ing in Australia is at an end. Likely enough, 
too, he will have his knife into Marion for 
disturbing him when he was after mother's dia- 
monds: so if I have to buy Master Geoffrey 
off by another quarterly allowance I should 
think it cheap at the price to have got rid 
of him. And, by Jove, I'll make it monthly: 
a quarterly one would give him too much 
rope." 

The thought of Geoffrey being at Murgatroyd 
did not, however, trouble him much or for long. 
He was on his way to meet Marion, on his way 
to set everything right between them forever. 
Nothing had power to annoy him seriously, 
nothing short of an accident which would pre- 
vent his reaching Brindisi in time; and there 
was no accident. 

By the time the great white vessel came to an 
anchorage, Murgatroyd was quietly waiting a 
chance of boarding her. But before he could 
do so he saw Marion in her gray nurse's dress 
coming off the vessel with a tall, middle-aged 
lady who was evidently in extremely delicate 
health. Not expecting to see him, she was not 
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on the lookout, and was bestowing all her atten- 
tion upon her companion; indeed, Murgatroyd 
stepped aside to let them pass, and was just in 
time to hear the lady say, " Are you obliged to 
go on to Sydney? I wish you could remain 
here with me." 

" I am afraid I must go on," Marion's clear 
voice made reply, " but with your husband and 
your own maid you will be all right. You are 
so much stronger than you were when you came 
on board." 

"Yes, I am stronger. Ah! there is Sir 
George/' 

A tall, soldierly-looking man came hurriedly 
up to them and greeted the lady with much af- 
fection. 

" Now, my dearest," he said, " I have got a 
carriage waiting for you, and everything com- 
plete for your reception. How much better you 
are looking! And is this the nurse who came 
with you?" 

"Yes, this is Nurse West," said the invalid 
lady. " I was just bewailing, George, that she 
must go on to Sydney; I should so like to have 
kept her.*' 
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*' Is it not possible, nurse?" inquired the gen- 
tleman, turning to Marion. 

" I am afraid quite impossible," she replied, 
in decided accents. 

Murgatroyd stood watching them until they 
had reached the carriage standing but a few 
paces away. He saw the lady bend forward and 
kiss his wife upon both cheeks, then the gentle- 
man shook hands with her, and the next mo- 
ment the carriage moved off and Marion was 
left standing looking after it. Murgatroyd 
could almost hear the sigh with which she 
realized that she was once more alone. She 
stood for a moment gazing after the retreating 
carriage, then sharply turned round as if to re- 
turn to the ship. 

Then Murgatroyd stepped forward. "Ma- 
rion !" he said, in a casual voice, as if he might 
have just seen her by accident in Bond Street. 

She gave a great start at the sight of him. 
" Laurence I You here !" she exclaimed. 

" Yes ; I came overland, you know." 

"But why?" 

" To fetch you home again," he said, in his 
most casual and every-day accents. 
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" I cannot go." 

" Oh, yes, you can. I suppose you haven't 
much luggage?" 

" No, Laurence, I cannot go. I wrote you 
my feeling, and I have not altered in any re- 
spect." 

" No, my dearest, but you will. I fully ap- 
preciate all that you felt : I should have felt the 
same myself exactly. But I didn't happen to 
be the person you saw juggling with my poor 
old dad's safe." 

" Laurence ! I saw you !" 

" No, my dear, you didn't. You saw Geof- 
frey. It's the kind of thing Geoffrey does do, 
has always done. I have never amused myself 
in that way. I may be a fool, and I believe I 
am, but an out-and-out cad I never have been." 

" It was your brother Geoffrey?" 

" It was my brother Geoffrey. He isn't really 
like me, but we always used to be taken for each 
other, somehow or other. Anyway, it was not 
I whom you saw that night, and I must ask you 
to accept my word for it. Really, it was my 
brother Geoffrey. If you want actual proof of 
what I was doing at the time, you can have it 



234 THE PRICE OF A WIFE 

from half a dozen officers of my regiment with 
whom I was dining that same evening at Blank- 
hampton. Now, will you not go on board and 
put your things together, so that you may come 
home without further delay?" 

" Is it really so, Laurie?" she exclaimed, 
scarcely above a whisper. 

" It is really so ; I give you my word of honor 
for it." 

" Then why didn't you tell me during those 
three wretched days after your dear old father 
died ? Why did you let me go away believing, 
thinking " 

" My dearest child, be reasonable," said Mur- 
gatroyd, regarding her with an air of extreme 
amusement. " If you had spoken out plainly, 
if you had told me you had seen me ransacking 
my father's safe and that you believed the shock 
that caused his death lay at my door, I should 
have known what to say in reply. But you said 
nothing. You said I knew why you could never 
be happy again. I didn't know. I couldn't 
think what in the world you were driving at. 
All I could believe was that you felt we had 
deceived the dear old man; and, although that 
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was true, I could not see that because he had 
died we need feel any different from what we 
had felt all along." 

" No, of course not." 

" And I could not see that, whatever we felt, 
anything could unmarry us, — could undo what 
we had done more than two years ago, so that 
our obligations to each other were in any degree 
lessened by the realization of what we perhaps 
ought to have thought of in the first instance. 
Even then, I had no reason to suppose that you 
meant to make a bolt of it and show such an 
uncommonly clean pair of heels as you did." 

" I didn't show a clean pair of heels," she 
said, smiling for the first time. 

" Oh, didn't you? Well, I have had no end 
of bother after you. I went home " 

"To the Cottage?" 

"Yes; and, of course, Simmons had seen or 
heard nothing of you. I went up to town, be- 
lieving you had been knocked down by a cab, or 
run over by a train, or something horrible of 
that kind ; and, feeling that it was utterly use- 
less and hopeless to try to find you myself, I 
went to an inquiry office " 
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" An inquiry office ?" 

" Yes, a detective office, — a private agency 
for finding out things you can't find out for 
yourself; and, by Jove, the old chap was very 
soon on your heels. I arrived here yesterday." 

He turned as if to go towards the ship, but 
Marion stood still, looking at him with wonder- 
filled eyes. 

" Laurie," she said, breathlessly, " I must 
seem an ungrateful wretch to you. I wonder 
you can bring yourself to speak to me." 

He turned back and slipped his hand under 
her arm. " My dearest child," he said, " there 
was never a man in this world who did not 
love his wife better because she had a bit of spirit 
to show and didn't mind showing it. If you 
had — ^believing that ypu saw me do the most 
dishonorable action possible for me — quietly sat 
down and lived out the rest of your life with 
me, I should have despised you beyond what 
words of mine can express. I can't kiss you 
here, with all these hangers-on about, but you 
may believe me when I say that I love you just 
ten times as much as I did when I parted from 
you at Murgatroyd Park on the day of my 
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father's funeral. I didn't think then that it was 
possible I could have cared for you more: to- 
day I know that it is. Pray, my dearest, never 
have any doubt on that subject. Don't let us 
even speak of it again. Later on I shall hope 
to show you how I can value your single- 
heartedness, your unselfishness, and your enor- 
mous pluck; for the present, our first duty is to 
get your baggage off the boat and make our 
way home again as quickly as possible." 

" As to my baggage," returned Marion, " that 
is a very small matter. I have one cabin trunk, 
and that is all." 

" Have you got nothing but this nurse's rig?" 

" Oh, yes, I have got some plain clothes here. 
I bought them in town, — ready-made things, 
you know ; they're not bad." 

Murgatroyd laughed outright. " Well, 
dearest," he said, " I don't think you'll have 
any need to patronize slop-shops in future ; but 
it would be better not to go to hotels in your 
uniform, because I could not do the invalid, 
even by the veriest stretch of imagination, and 
people might think there was something wrong 
^bout a pian and a nurse travelling together. 
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Can you get at them, or are they down in the 
hold, or where?" 

" Oh, no ; I have everything in the cabin in 
my one trunk. I will change before I come on 
shore." 

" Then while you are doing that I will see the 
captain and tell him that you are not going to 
make the rest of the journey." 

"You — you needn't tell him why," stam- 
mered Marion, apprehensively. 

" Oh, no, of course not. I will tell him that 
circumstances have arisen which necessitate 
your returning home. And, my dear child, you 
may bet your life that he won't take any par- 
ticular notice of either of us." 

As a matter of fact, the only interest that the 
captain took either in Murgatroyd or in Nurse 
West was to intimate promptly that he would 
be unable to refund the passage-money that had 
been paid for the lady, and when Murgatroyd 
accepted his fiat as a matter of course, he asked 
him to have a whiskey and soda, and they parted 
the best of friends. 

"And if you please, madam," said Murga- 
troyd tp Marion, as they went into the hotel^ 
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" let this be your last independent bit of business 
for some time to come." 

" I am quite willing," she returned, with 
charming penitence, "to let it be my last for 
y; good and all." 



CHAPTER XXII 

THE MASTER OF MURGATROYD PARK 

" Now let US see," said Murgatroyd to Ma- 
rion, when they had enjoyed a comfortable meal 
together. " I have six days' foreign leave left : 
I propose that we get on to Paris without delay 
and stay there until the last minute. Then you 
can buy yourself some proper gowns and such- 
like things. Poor little woman, you've had 
little enough in that way since you cast in 
your lot with mine, and now that you haven't 
to think of money you may as well indulge 
yourself in a few smart frocks, the smarter 
the better. There's nothing like going to the 
fountain-head for everything, — Paris for silk 
frocks, and a good London tailor for cloth 
ones." 

It was not until they reached Paris that Mur- 
gatroyd remembered that he must spare a day 
to run down to Murgatroyd Park and settle 
matters with his brother. 

" By Jove," he exclaimed, suddenly, the first 
940 
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morning at breakfast, " I clean forgot about 
Geoflfrey!" 

" What about Geoflfrey?" asked Marion. 

" Well, he's at home." 

"At the Park?" 

" Yes, at the Park. I had a wire from poor 
old William, who has been with the governor 
for five-and-twenty years and knows everything 
inside out, saying that Geoffrey was there, and 
asking for instructions. I suppose Geoffrey 
means to quarter himself upon me for the rest of 
my natural life." 

" And you ?" asked Marion, with rather a 
scared look. 

" I simply don't intend to have Geoffrey quar- 
tered upon me, that's all. I must go down and 
bundle my fine gentleman out. I don't see what 
else I can do." 

"Can he stay there?" 

" Well, he can if he's a mind to, unless I turn 
him out. He has impudence enough for any- 
thing, and Geoffrey's impudence is patent 
leather, my dean" 

" Then we must go back a day earlier?" 

" I think we ought to do so. I shall not be 
16 
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able to get leave again just yet, and it is a matter 
which ought to be settled. I think we will ar- 
range to go back on Wednesday, and you can 
have a few hours for shopping in London while 
I run down to the Park and settle things there." 

" Then you don't want me to come down to 
the Park with you?" 

" Oh, no, I think not; indeed, I think it will 
be better if you don't, my hands will be so much 
more free. You see, they don't know yet that 
we are married. I shall tell William and I shall 
tell Mr. Blenkinsop. You don't want to go, do 
you?" 

" Oh, dear, no. I hope I shall never meet that 
brother of yours; it would be most painful to 
me to see him. Laurie," she went on, resting 
her elbows on the table and leaning her pretty 
chin upon her clasped hands, "tell me, what 
could he want in that safe? — ^money?" 

" If he found any. I think he was on the 
prowl after an)rthing he could get hold of; he 
is the kind of person that nothing would come 
amiss to. I believe his principal object was my 
mother's diamonds." 

" Oh ! Are they kept there ?" 
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" Yes ; they were in one of those inner com- 
partments. 

" And were they all right?" 

" Oh, yes, they were all right. I went over 
the list with Mr. Blenkinsop before I left the 
Park. Oh, he didn't get them; if he had we 
should never have seen them again. One hears 
pretty often of saving one's bacon, but, by Jove, 
my dear, you've saved your diamonds." 

Their brief sojourn in Paris was not interest- 
ing from the story-teller's point of view. They 
spent a great deal of money, — at least Marion 
did, — ^and Murgatroyd patiently trotted round 
all the sights, most of which he was seeing for 
the first time, as in previous visits to Paris he had 
not troubled about the Hotel des Invalides, the 
Louvre, or any of the other sights of the place. 

On the day agreed between them they crossed 
over to England, and Murgatroyd, after wiring 
to William to send to the station to meet him, 
went straight off to Murgatroyd Park. Some- 
what to his surprise, William himself came with 
the carriage. 

" Hullo, William! Is that you?" said Mur- 
gatroyd, in surprise. 
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" I thought, Mr. Laurence, that I had better 
come, so as to get a word or two with you 
private before you reached the house," said Wil- 
liam, in mysteriously confidential tones. 

" All right ; get in, and we will talk it over 
on the way home. So Mr. Geoffrey has taken 
possession?" 

" Taken possession, Mr. Laurence !" said the 
butler, spreading out his hands and looking very 
much like an antiquated owl in the dim light of 
the carriage. "Taken possession, sir! Any- 
body would imagine that poor master had left 
the Park to Mr. Geoffrey instead of to yourself. 
He comes in, and he says, ' William, get me the 
blue room ready/ * The blue room ?' says I ; 
' Mr. Laurence,' — ^begging your pardon, Mr. 
Murgatroyd, that was what I said, — ' Mr. Lau- 
rence he ain't here, sir.' ' I didn't ask you 
whether Mr. Laurence was here,' said Mr. Geof- 
frey, quite cool ; ' I said get me the blue room 
ready, and, by God, if you don't get it ready, 
you old sinner, I'll wring your neck for you.' 
So what could I do, Mr. Laurence?" 

Laurence Murgatroyd laughed. " Well, Wil- 
liam, I really don't see what else you could do. 
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So you had the blue room got ready; and 
then r 

" Well, then Mr. Geoffrey he orders dinner, 
and he says to me, * William/ he says, ' this is 
poor tipple to give me my first night at home; 
have up a bottle of that Veuve Clicquot/ I — I 
demurred at this," said William, deprecatingly, 
" and Mr. Geoffrey he says, ' You old sinner,' 
he says, ' do you want it all for your own drink- 
ing? Bring me up a bottle this minute, or Til 
break your thick old skull for you.' What could 
I do, Mr. Laurence? And when he had finished 
the Clicquot, he says, ' Upon my soul,' he says, 
' you've got very stingy here all at once. Bring 
me up a bottle of Chateau Lafitte.' Well, now, 
Mr. Laurence," William went on, rubbing his 
hands together and looking appealingly at Mur- 
gatroyd, " I did grudge the bottle of Chateau 
Lafitte on the top of the bottle of Veuve Clic- 
quot, that I did." 

" Yes, by Jove, I expect you did I I should 
have thought Fin Champagne would have been 
more in my brother's way! And then?" 

" Well, then, the next morning he says, ' I'm 
going to have some friends to dinner to-night.' 
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* You're going to give a dinner-party?' said I. 
' Yes/ says he, * and you had better lay covers 
for a dozen/ I had telegraphed to you, Mr, 
Laurence, and I had had your wire, *Do 
nothing,' so I felt helpless-like : so I goes down 
to Mrs. Robinson and I tells her what's up. And 
she, poor old lady, she just sits down and she 
dodders. So I says to her, * Well, Mrs. Robin- 
son, you ain't fit to do it, ma'am ; you leave it to 
cook and me, and we'll see that there's something 
to eat' Something to eat, Mr. Laurence! 
When Mr. Geoffrey comes in at Ivmch-time he 
says, ' Bring me the menu of the dinner for to- 
night.' You might have knocked me down with 
a feather, Mr. Murgatroyd; I hadn't got no 
menu. But I says, * Yes, sir,' and I went down 
to cook, and I says, * Cook,' I says, ' have you 
got the menu for Mr. Geoffrey?' And cook she 
says something about a rum start, and all the 
others thought it a rum start, and so did I. But, 
Mr. Laurence, if you'd seen the company as 
come to eat that there dinner ! Well, sir, they 
was enough to make the poor master turn in his 
grave. I never see such a set in all my life. 
There was the barmaid from the King's Head 
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at Burghley, In general they have decent bar- 
maids at the King's Head : I don't know where 
they picked up this beauty from. There was the 
head groom from Lord Oakley's, and all the 
rest; upon my word, Mr. Laurence, I don't 
know where they came from. I never see such 
goings-on in our dining-room afore. They ate 
with their knives " 

" Oh, there are plenty of people do that," put 
in Laurence, in a quizzical tone. 

" Perhaps they do, but not in our dining- 
room. They called for their wine in season and 
out of season ; they had liqueurs after the fish ; 
and I wonder they didn't all die when they got 
home. 

" I suppose they would if you had had your 
will, William?" 

/'Maybe they would, sir. Anyivay, there's 
not a horse in the stable that's not about done 
for; Rogers is only hanging on till you come 
back and settle things one way or another ; Mrs. 
Robinson have took to her bed, and lies there 
moaning like a cat out on the tiles ; and the hole 

in the cellar — ^well, Mr. Laurence " 

- "Oh, well, William^ that can soon be re- 
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paired; that's not a great matter. Of course 
my brother really has no right to come and in- 
flict himself on my house in this way, and I 
shall take care to put a stop to it, but for the 
rest — ^I don't want to have a scene. You can 
let the others know that I shall make it up to 
them. By the bye, William," said Murgatroyd, 
as they were nearing the Park, " does Mr. Geof- 
frey know that I am coming?" 

" No, sir, I did not mention it," said William. 
" I thought it would be better that you should 
come in unawares and see how things really 
are." 

If he had spoken out his own real thoughts he 
would have said, "come and catch him red- 
handed." However, he dressed up the unpala- 
table sentence somewhat, and then the brougham 
drew up at the principal entrance. A scared 
young footman opened the door for them, and 
Murgatroyd walked quietly into the house. 

He had no need to ask where his brother was. 
A telltale odor of tobacco and the sound of much 
laughter proceeding from the billiard-room made 
him turn his steps immediately in that direction. 
Without saying a word, he threw open the door 
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and walked in. The sight that met his eyes was 
astonishing enough. His brother Geoffrey was 
leaning over the billiard-table in the act of 
making a stroke; several other men of singu- 
larly unprepossessing appearance were standing 
or lounging in various attitudes round the room. 
At the moment of his entrance Geoffrey did not 
perceive his brother. Then he stopped short in 
his stroke, the laugh froze upon his lips, and he 
slowly straightened himself into a standing posi- 
tion. For a moment or two the brothers stood 
and looked at each other in silence. 

" May I ask,'* said Murgatroyd, at last, in cold 
and cutting accents, " what you are doing here, 
and who are these people?" 



CHAPTER XXIII 

JOCKEYED 

When Murgatroyd put that question to his 
brother, " What are you doing here, and who 
are these people?" a silence fell upon the room 
which was positively ghastly. At last Geoffrey 
Murgatroyd spoke. 

" I am here," he said, thickly, " in the exer- 
cise of my rights." 

" Your rights!" echoed Laurence. " Indeed? 
And what are your rights? I was under the 
impression that this house belonged to me, — 
that I was master here. — No, pray don't go," 
he said to the onlookers, who were one and all 
edging to the door ; " my brother would doubt- 
less like you to remain for the moment. — Since 
when," turning to Geoffrey, " did you acquire 
the right to fill my house with guests, to give 
your orders to my servants, to drink my wines, 
and make yourself thoroughly at home here?" 

" I am not going to tell you before all these," 
said Geoffrey, still speaking in a thick, uncertain 
250 



JOCKEYED 251 

voice. " I have the right to stay here, to be 
here, to look on this house as my own, and I 
think, when I have had ten minutes' talk with 
you, you will admit as much." 

"I think not," said Laurence, in decided, 
metallic accents. " This is not the first time 
within the last month that you came uninvited 
to this house, — that you came against its mas- 
ter's wish and decision,— but I think it will be 
the last/' 

" Clear out !" said Geoffrey sulkily to his 
companions. 

The uncomfortable guests were gone as in the 
twinkling of an eye. As the door closed behind 
the last of them, Laurence Murgatroyd turned 
once more to his brother. 

" Now," he said, " what have you to say for 
yourself?" 

" Perhaps more," sneered Geoffrey, " than 
you will find palatable." 

" I think not. Nothing that such a one as you 
could say could in any wise affect me or even 
annoy me. I give you half an hour to clear out 
of this house for good and all. If you are not 
gone in that time, I shall put you out." 
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" I don't think you will." 

" Don't you ? Well, I am sure of it." 

" Do you mean it?" asked Geoffrey. 

" I do, every word of it." 

" You won't when you have heard all that I 
have got to say." 

" Then say it. What have you got up your 
sleeve? Something villanous, I'll be bound." 

" Well, first and foremost," said Geoffrey, 
propping himself against the edge of the billiard- 
table, " I have got the motive that actuates most 
of us, the desire to look after ntmiber one; and 
while you've been swaggering about with your 
regiment, cutting a dash with the old man's 
money,— old brute that he was, — I've been look- 
ing after my own interests." 

" Make yourself clearer," said Murgatroyd. 

" I will. Our respected progenitor made a 
will " 

" He made several," corrected Laurence. 

" One by which he left me four hundred 
pounds a year for life, payable in monthly in- 
stalments, — in monthly instalments, indeed!" 

" It was a good deal more than you deserved," 
said Laurence, deliberately. 
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" That's as may be. It was not as much as 
my right. Why should one son have everything 
and the other a mere pittance?" 

" Because I stayed with my father and was at 
one with him always. Because I was a good 
son and you were a blackguard. Because I 
never gave him half an hour's real anxiety in 
my life, and you never gave him anything else. 
Because he despised you and was ashamed of 
you, blushed for you. Because he knew that if 
he left you more than an allowance you would 
make ducks and drakes of it. Because he knew 
that you would fill your house, as you have filled 
my house to-day, with people who were a dis- 
grace to you. Because he knew you were a bad 
lot, a thorough bad lot. That was why, Geoffrey 
Murgatroyd." 

" Yes, it's all very pretty," said Geoffrey, with 
a sneer, " but the governor made another will, — 
a will by which you didn't come off quite so well, 
— a will by which you only took Murgatroyd 
Park on a certain condition: eh?" 

"Well?" 

" Well, that will fell into my possession." 

" That is a lie," said Murgatroyd, hotly. " If 
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that will is in your possession you stole it; so to 
your other distinguished characteristics you can 
add that of thief, sir." 

" Yes, I can add that of thief. I stole it. I 
came to try and coax the old brute into a more 
amiable frame of mind ; by Jove, I even prom- 
ised reformation and impossible things of that 
kind! He wouldn't hear me. He told me I 
was no son of his, that I was a blackguard 
and a scoundrel, and the Lord knows what 
besides, — still, things I had heard fifty times 
before " 

" And I should think," said Laurence, " the 
kind of thing you would be likely to hear fifty 
times again, — ^you, a man who stole into an old 
man's sick-room, a dying man's room, and did 
not hesitate to open his private safe like a com- 
mon thief in the night ! I thought when I heard 
that you had done it that you were after our 
mother's diamonds, — ^not worse. So you got 
the will, did you ?" 

" I did. It leaves me four hundred pounds a 
year. Four hundred a year don't suit my book; 
it is a mere pittance. I've a right to more. I 
intend to have more. I took it, intending to 
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destroy it, knowing that you would get the 
estate, and thinking that I should get my share 
of the personalty. Then that cursed old fool 
Blenkinsop turns up another rotten will and 
balks me, by Jove, — ^balks me clean." 

" Yes," murmured Murgatroyd, " Providence 
has a little way of frustrating evil designs some- 
times." 

" Providence ! Bah ! I don't want any of that 
cant." 

"Fortunately," said Laurence, deliberately, 
" you are not the one who either pays the piper 
or sets the tune in this house, and you never will 
be." 

" I don't know so much about that. I intend 
to set a tune to you to-day, my affectionate 
brother, that you will dance to ; you will dance 
to it, or I'm much mistaken." 

" Then," said Murgatroyd, " I can answer for 
it that you are much mistaken, for dance to a 
tune of yours, Geoffrey, I never will. You de- 
stroyed my father's will? That means seven 
years." 

" It does ; or, rather, it would if I had de- 
stroyed it. As a matter of fact, I have got it 
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in my possession now. Now, to put the matter 
plain and square, it doesn't suit me to live on 
four hundred a year, when I know there's forty 
thousand a year rolling into your coffers. It's 
too much of a one-sided bargain for me, Lau- 
rence, and the question is. How shall we share 
it?" 

"Share it? Share what?" 

" The estate. I have taken the risk, and I'm 
quite willing to make myself agreeable by taking 
the share that you don't want, but one or the 
other I mean to have. The only question is, 
which?" 

" You want me," said Laurence, " to make a 
bargain with you for the suppression of the will 
which you stole?" 

"That's about it," answered Geoffrey. 

" Then I absolutely refuse to do anything of 
the kind ; I refuse to make any terms with you." 

"You do?" 

" I do." 

" And do you realize what you are saying? 
It's all one to me, — I get my four hundred a 
year clear for the rest of my life by either will, 
—but so sure as you refuse me, Laurence, that 
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will — the one in my possession — ^the one leav- 
ing everything to you on a condition which 
would be very hard to fill — ^finds its way 
straight to that old fool Blenkinsop." 

" Let it find its way to Blenkinsop; it won't 
find its way there too soon." 

" Do you know what is in it?*' 

" Yes, I know what is in it" 

" You know the condition?" 

" I know the condition." 

"Twenty thousand pounds?" 

" Yes, twenty thousand pounds. I do more 
than refuse you. I refuse to accept any dis- 
honorable bargain at your hands. I believed 
that our father had destroyed that will, con- 
sidering it unjust. It seems that you had stolen 
it. So, let the will stand. Send it at once to Mr. 
Blenkinsop; he will know what to do with it 
better than I. As for your suggestion that I 
should stoop to buy you off, you ought to have 
known me better. Not for all the money in the 
world would I sell myself into the bondage of 
such a thing as you are. Now, if I know any- 
thing of the terms of that will, this house for 

two years from ray father's death is mine. 
17 
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Clear out of it, or, by the Lord above us, Til 
break your neck." 

For a moment Geoffrey Murgatroyd stood 
gazing incredulously at his brother. 

" Laurence," he said, " do you mean it?" 

" I mean it." And he pointed silently to the 
door. 

Geoffrey staggered out into the great entrance 
hall. His scheme had failed; the bombshell had 
fallen flat; the dinouement had proved point- 
less ; he himself was left in such a state of blank 
consternation that only three words found their 
way to his whitened lips. " Jockeyed, by God I" 
he muttered. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

MR. BLENKINSOP TO THE RESCUE 

Laurence Murgatroyd was a man in whom 
action was always remarkably rapid. It was 
very sddom that he cared to think out a situa- 
tion, and on that occasion, when He had seen his 
brother out of tEe room, and knew that he was 
gone out of the house, he did not hesitate for 
the space of five minutes as to what would be 
his best plan to follow. He rang the bell 
sharply. 

"Oh, William," he said, when the servant 
came, "I wish that you would order me the 
brougham, or a dog-cart if there is not a fast 
horse fit to go. I must go into Burghley im- 
mediately." 

" Will you dinehere to-night, sir?" 

" Upon my word I don't know. No, I think 
not. I must see Mr. Blenkinsop on business 
without delay. I may have to follow him home : 
in that case he will be sure to give me some din- 
ner. Has my. brother gone?" . 

259 
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" Yes, sir, Mr. Geoffrey have gone, and he 
have told James to put his things together 
and take them to the Rose and Crown at 
Burghley/' 

" Very good. They can go in by cart, I sup- 
pose; I can wait for nothing. I must see Mr. 
Blenkinsop immediately." 

In a quarter of an hour or so Laurence Mur- 
gatroyd was tearing down the avenue, going 
towards Burghley as fast as the best horse in 
the stables could carry him. When he reached 
the lawyer's office he found that Mr. Blenkinsop 
had gone home. 

" You think he has gone home?'' he asked of 
the clerk, who was just stamping the letters for 
the day. 

" I am as sure of it, sir, as I well can be of 
anything," the young man replied. "Mr. 
Blenkinsop said to me, ' Well, I shall be getting 
home now.' I think if you go out to Heather- 
dene you will find him." 

When Laurence Murgatroyd reached Heath- 
erdene, however, Mr. Blenkinsop had not yet re- 
turned. 

" I want to see him on most important busi- 
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ness," he explained to the man who answered 
the door. 

" Perhaps Miss Blenkinsop could tell you 
where the master is," the man suggested. " I 
believe he is expected home to dinner, sir." 

" Well, ask Miss Blenkinsop. I must see 
your master to-night." 

• Thereupon the servant went in search of his 
mistress, who presently came, — z. tall, angular 
lady, some years older than her brother, who 
was himself quite an elderly man. 

"You want to see my brother on business, 
Mr. Murgatroyd?" 

" On most important business. Miss Su- 
sanna," said Murgatroyd, promptly reverting 
into the ways of his boyhood. 

" Well, really, I think the best thing will be 
for you to wait. He will be back by a quarter 
past seven for certain. I believe, you know, 
that he always looks in at the club. He says to 
look at the papers — ^fiddle I I believe for the sake 
of the gossip. Will you stay and take pot-luck 
with us ? Then you can talk over your business 
with my brother afterwards without spoiling the 
dinner of either of you." 
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"Oh, thank you; you are most awfully 
kind. Indeed, my business is most important, 
or I would not have come at this xmearthly 
hour." 

" I don't call it an unearthly hour myself," 
said Miss Blenkinsop ; " indeed, quite the con- 
trary. There's a good dinner going, and you 
may as well help to eat it as go back to the Park 
for your own." 

So Murgatroyd followed the old lady into the 
spacious drawing-room, and sat down with 
what patience he could to await the coming of 
his father's old friend and legal adviser. He 
came at last, ten minutes before the hour fixed 
for dinner, and was full of surprise when he 
found who was awaiting him. 

" My dear Laurence ! I hope you have no 
bad news?" 

" Some very disconcerting news, Mr. Blen- 
kinsop," said Laurence, who was in no mood to 
let his errand leak out by degrees. 

Then he told him everything. 

" I told him at once that he was to send the 
will to you, that I absolutely refused to connive 
at suppressing it. For the sake of my father's 
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name you will connive so far that you will find 
it?" he said, entreatingly. 

" By way of sparing Geoffrey ! I don't see 
why Geoffrey should be spared," said Mr. Blen- 
kinsop, dryly. " However, that's a simple mat- 
ter enough. The question is, Laurence, that 
all this will considerably alter your position. 
You will have to look out for that heiress 
after all." 

" It's no use my looking out for that heiress, 
Mr. Blenkinsop," said Laurence, quietly. " I 
have settled that condition." 

" What do you mean?" 

Laurence smiled. " My dear sir," he said, " I 
have been married for more than two years." 

" The deuce you have ! Then that was why 
none of those young ladies took your fancy?" 

"Well, yes, it was." 

" I see. Oh! And she has no money?" 

" Not a penny." 

" Dear, dear! that's very bad. Is she ?*' 

"Oh, she's all right: she's a lady." 

" I need hardly ask if she's pretty?" 

"Pretty? You know her." 

"I know her?" 
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'' Yes. She came to nurse my father when he 
was so ill." 

" Good heavens ! You don't mean it 1 That 
was your wife?" 

" Yes, Mr. Blenkinsop, that is my wife." 

It was not often that the grave old lawyer 
did an)rthing thoroughly modem, but his aston- 
ishment at Murgatroyd's news was so great that 
he was obliged to give vent to his feeling by a 
long low whistle. 

•' Oh I that's the way the cat jumps ! So this 
is a worse blow to you than even that scamp 
Geoffrey dreamed of?" 

" I am afraid it is. However, I suppose I 
shall have the two years' income, and we must 
make out on that. It won't be starvation." 

" I must think," said the old lawyer, who, 
strange to say, was one of those persons who 
have a rooted objection to large legacies being 
left to any sort of institution. "I must think, 
Laurence. Let us have our dinner. Don't dis- 
cuss this before my sister; ladies are not always 
as reticent as might be. I must think. We will 
have a glass of my '47 port, — excellent wine; 
I don't often indulge in it, but when I want to 



TO THE RESCUE 265 

think hard I open a bottle. I hope the dinner 
is very good to-night: there's nothing like a 
good dinner and a glass of sound wine for 
showing the way out of a difficult situation. 
Remember, not a word to Miss Blenkinsop." 

Murgatroyd promised a complete silence, and 
followed his genial old host into the dining- 
room, feeling as if everything was going to work 
into a smooth and harmonious whole. 

It was not until Miss Blenkinsop had betaken 
herself to her own place, and her brother was 
enjoying his third glass of the celebrated '47, 
that any solution appeared to the mystery of 
Murgatroyd's present situation. Then he 
pushed the bottle over and bade Laurence help 
himself. 

"It won't hurt you, my boy; there's not a 
headache in it." 

'* You've got an idea, Mr. Blenkinsop," said 
Laurence, eying the elder man. 

" Yes, yes, I have an idea. You see, Lau- 
rence, my dear boy, you are my godson." 

" I believe I am. I did not remember it, but 
I have always heard so," said Laurence. 

"Oh, I can vouch for it I promised and 
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vowed all sorts of things in your name, and up 
to the present time, beyond having presented 
you with the usual spoon and fork and pap- 
basin, I have really done nothing for you, — 
nothing at alL Now, when your father made 
that extraordinary will the other day, — ^the will 
which, by the bye, I did everything I could to 
prevent his making, the will that Nurse Marion 
— ^your wife, by Jove — refused to sign ^* 

"Did she, though?" 

" Yes. I made a new will, in which I left a 
good share of my property to you." 

"Oh, Mr. Bleiikinsop!" 

" Well, you needn't say, ' Oh, Mr. Blenkin- 
sop !' in that tone, Laurence; I didn't intend you 
to have it until I had quite done with it. I have 
left my sister the whole of my property for her 
life, and it is to revert to you at her death. I 
was practically bound to do something with it. 
I am fairly well off, — ^not rich like your father, 
no, but I should cut up very tidily. Yes, I've 
been thinking, this evening, that I must be worth 
a hundred and twenty thousand pounds, and if 
it should please the Almighty to take me before 
my sister, who is six or seven years older than 
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I am, — I don't tell everybody that, you know; 
ladies don't like these little things mentioned; 
ladies have a very strong objection — ^most ladies 
— ^particularly when they are getting on, — ^and 
if it should please the Almighty to take me 
before my sister, I could leave her the income of 
a stun of a hundred thousand pounds, or near to 
it, and she would not miss any of the luxuries 
which she has enjoyed as my companion and 
housekeeper; so that if I was to make your 
charming little wife — ^whom you must have mar- 
ried from a right and proper motive, the only 
motive for which marriages should be made, — 
that is not my legal opinion, Laurence, that is my 
godfatherly opinion, — ^if I were to make a free 
gift of the necessary twenty thousand pounds tOi 
your wife, there would be no question of any of 
my old friend's property going where I am quite 
sure in his right mind — I don't mean his sane 
mind exactly, but in his moments of calm and 
rational consideration — ^he would greatly regret 
that it should go. You see, Laurence," putting 
up his hand to stop the torrent of thanks which 
had crowded to Murgatroyd's lips, "the will 
does not specify that the money shall come from 
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the lady's father ; it distinctly says, * a lady pos- 
sessed of not less than twenty thousand pounds/ 
So I think that that will safely meet all the re- 
quirements of the case. As for that scamp 
Geoffrey, I really feel quite sorry that your 
natural pride in your father's name prevents you 
from getting him a little term of residence in 
a place where his morals would be very well 
looked after and where he would be out of the 
way of temptation for some little time to come. 
However, it is very sad to punish the innocent 
for the guilty, and I am afraid we must let 
Geoffrey go this time." 

" Mr. Blenkinsop," said Laurence, in a voice 
that was husky with emotion, " I don't know 
what to say to you. You've always been good 
to me, and I am sure, if my dear old dad could 
know what you have done, he would be very 
grateful to you. At least I know I am." 

"I don't know about your father; he might 
think I was interfering in somebody else's busi- 
ness," said Mr. Blenkinsop. " However, he 
made the condition, and, to tell you the truth, 
Laurence, I purposely left a loophole by which 
you could, if you wanted to marry some dower- 
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less lady, do so without finding yourself bereft 
of your natural and legitimate inheritance. 
Now don't say a word, my dear boy ; remember 
that godfathers have privileges when they have 
neither chick nor child of their own. Not 
another word. Another glass of '47, my dear 
boy, and let us drink health, happiness, and pros- 
perity to Mrs. Murgatroyd of Murgatroyd 
Park.'' 

It was something less than a year after this 
that Mr. Blenkinsop rose from his seat at Ma- 
rion Murgatroyd's left hand and proposed a 
health. 

" Ladies and gentlemen," he said, " let me ask 
you, when your glasses are charged, to drink a 
bumper to the health of John Brandon Murga- 
troyd, the little heir to this house, whom to-day 
we saw made a member of Holy Church, — ^my 
godchild." 



THE END. 



I 



T 



^/I 



m 



THE NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 
RBFBRBNGE DEPARTMENT 



This book is under no oiroumstonoes to be 



■1 


taken from the BuUcling 


i 






■i 






) 






A 






. ^ 






■1 






1 






',\, 






1 












•1 














"i: 


















tuim 410 


1 







^T^--TT --TTT^v^^ 




•^•- -5' o iyz7 



- / 







